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YOUNG  WILD  WEST  AT  GOLD  GORGE 


OR- 


ARIETTA  AND  THE  DROP  OF  DEATH 


\ 


By  AN  OLD  SCOUT 


CHAPTER  L 

ON  THE  TRAIL  TO  GOLD  GORGE. 

« 

Gold  had  just  been  discovered  in  large  quantities  at  a  wild 

—  spot  in  Arizona  called  Gold  Gorge.  Miners  and  men  who 
had  never  seen  a  mine  were  flocking  to  it,  the  latter  being 
possessed  of  the  idea  that  they  were  going  to  get  rich  very 
quickly. 

The  climate  of  Southern  Arizona  is  very  warm  in  the  month 

-  of  July,  and  the  scarcity  of  water  in  that  region  makes  trav¬ 
eling  by  wagon  and  horseback  anything  but  pleasant. 

On  the  afternoon  on  Vvhich  our  story  opens  a  party  of 
eight  might  have  been  seen  riding  along  a  winding  trail 
that  ran  over  the  Caliuro  Range. 

There  was  something  about  the  members  of  this  party 
that  was  bound  to  attract  the  attention  of  the  casual  ob¬ 
server.  Two  w'ere  mere  boys,  though  they  about  had  their 
growth  and  w’ere  as  well  formed  and  athletic  as  men,  one 
was  a  tall  man  somew'here  around  thirty,  two  w’ere  handsome 
girls  in  their  teens,  one  was  a  young  woman  past  twenty, 
and  the  remaining  two  were  common,  every-day-looking 
Chinamen. 

One  of  the  boys  was  the  most  dashing-looking  .youriff 
low’  who  ever  rode  over  green  prairie  grass.  He-w’as  hand¬ 
some  of  face  and  figure,  and  had  a  wealth  of  long  chestnut 
hair  hanging  over  his  shoulders. 

This  was  no  other  than  the  Champion  Deadshot  of  the 
West,  Young  Wild  W’^est. 

„  The  other  boy  was  Jim  Dart,  and  the  tall  man  Cheyenne 

*  Charlie,  the  famous  scout  and  Indian  fighter. 

These  two  w’ei'e  the  partners  and  inseparable  companions 
of  Young  Wild  West,  and  many  were  the  thrilling  adventures 
and  hair-breadth  escapes  the  three  had  passed  through. 

The  two  girls  were  Arietta  Murdock  and  Eloise  Gardner, 
the  rweethearts  of  the  boys,  while  the  young  woman  was 
Anna,  the  wrife  of  Cheyenne  Charlie,  the  scout. 

The  Chinamen  were  two  brothers  bearing  the  names  of 
Hop  Wah  and  Wing  Wah,  and  were  the  servants  of  our 
friends  already  de.scribed. 

Arietta  Murdock,  the  channing  sweetheart  of  Young  Wild 
West,  was  a  true  daughter  of  the  great  West.  She  had  been 
bom  and  reared  there  during  the  troublous  times  wbe7i  the 
In<Jianj  made  war  on  the  settlers,  and  con.sequently  she  knew 
bow  to  ride  a  horse  and  handle  a  fireann  as  well  as  the 
average  man  or  boy. 

She  was  a  pronounced  blonde,  her  hair  being  of  a  reddish 
golden  hue,  and  her  eyes  the  color  of  the  clear  blue  sky. 

Kk^ise  Gardner,  Jim  Ilart's  sweetheart,  was  a  pretty  bru- 
rette,  and  though  she  had  not  been  born  in  the  wild  pari 
•i  tba  country,  aha  could  shoot  and  ride  pretty  well. 


Anna  was  as  girlish-looking  as  the  other  two,  but  she,  be¬ 
ing  older  than  they,  was  a  sort  of  chaperon  to  them. 

As  the  party  came  to  a  level  stretch  of  burning  white  sand,  ;; 

with  only  here  and  there  a  bunch  of  cactus  to  be  seen, 

Cheyenne  Charlie  twisted  his  flowing  black  mustache  uneasily 
and  observed :  . ' 

“I  reckon  we’ll  be  lucky  if  we  strike  any  water  to-night.  , 
We’re  about  out,  too.  This  blamed  trail  is  a  new  one  to  me 
J  wish  we  had  taken  another  route.  We  might  have  beer.  * 

longer  gittin’  ter  Gold  Gorge,  but  it  would  have  been  mort 

pleasant,  I  reckon.”  , 

“We’ll  strike  water  all  right,  Charlie,”  ans^vered  Young 
Wild  West.  “See  that  blue  streak  ahead?  Well,  that  is 
timber,  and  where  there  is  timber  there  is  generally  w’ater.  . 

Mark  my  words  for  it;  we  will  find  water  there.  There  is  J 

so  much  dust  that  the  ridge  over  there  looks  to  be  much  ; 

farther  off  than  it  really  is.  We  will  strike  there  before 
sun.set,  see  if  we  don’t.” 

“I  hope  we  do.  Wild,”  spoke  up  Arietta.  “I  am  thirsty,  J 
and  a  nice  cool  drink  of  water  from  a  trickling  stream  would 
go  very  nice,  I  am  sure.”  ■ 

“You  will  have  all  the  water  you  want,  Et,”  was  the  re¬ 
tort.  “I  seldom  make  a  mistake  on  water.”  '  * 

“Or  anything  else,  for  that  matter,”  chimed  in  Jim  Dart,  j 

who  had  the  opinion  that  what  Young  Wild  West  did  not  i 

know  was  not  worth  knowing.  , 

They  rode  on  through  the  hot  sun,  but  the  two  Chinamen 
did  not  seem  to  mind  it,  and  presently  one  of  them  began 
to  sing  a  sing  in  his  own  language. 

It  was  Hop  Wah  who  was  doing  this.  He  was  probably 
more  innocent-looking  than  his  brother,  but  that  was  as  far 
as  it  went.  *: 

Hop  was  as  smart  as  any  Celestial  could  be„  and  what  he  J 
could  not  do  in  the  line  of  performing  sleight-of-hand  tricks 
was  hardly  worth  the  knowing.  , 

He  was  a  sort  of  humorist,  too,  though  to  look  at  him  one 
would  be  apt  to  think  that  he  did  not  know  what  anything  t, 
funny  was. 

His  failings  were  that  he  would  lie  and  take  things  that  j 
did  not  belong  to  him,  but  when  he  did  this  what  he  stole 
was  invai’iably  of  no  value  to  him. 

It  w’as  a  sort  of  mania,  and  there  was  more  fun  out  of 
it  than  there  was  harm.  i 

Hop  loved  to  gamble,  too,  and  being  able  to  do  tricks  in  ) 

magic,  he  of  course  was  capable  of  cheating  those  he  played 
with.  J 

He  took  advantage  of  his  ability,  and  it  was  just  his  hobby  | 

to  strike  a  professional  card  sharp  and  beat  him  at  his  own  | 

game. 

A.S  he  had  saved  the  life  of  our  hero,  and  had  flone  lots 
of  good  .service  for  both  he  and  his  friends  atweral  times, 

Wild  t^ver  thought  of  discharging  him. 
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\\  iniy:  was  clifTerent  from  hi.i  brother.  He  was  simply  a 
L‘.hinanuin,  that  was  all. 


Hut  he  was  strictly  honest,  ^ml  a  very  pood  cook. 

“That  heathen  galoot  is  putty  happy,  fur  a  hot  day  like 
this,”  remarked  the  scout,  as  the  shrill  voice  of  the  Celestial 
echoed  over  the  sandy  stretch.  “I  wonder  if  he  ain’t  got  hold 
of  some  whisky  somewhere.” 

“The  chances  are  that  he  stocked  up  with  some  at  outlast 
stopping-place,”  Jim  Dart  answered.  “Of  course,  none  of 
us  saw'  him  buy  it;  he  has  a  way  of  doing  such  things  when 
no  one  is  looking  his  way.” 

“Well,  a  little  drop  of  tanglefoot,  wdth  a  good  drink  of 
cold  water  after  it,  wouldn’t  go  bad  jest  now,”  and  the  scout 
looked  toward  the  blue  streak  they  were  approaching. 

“Me  name  Hop  Wah;  come  flom  Pekin,”  sang  Hop,  taking 
up  the  pidgin-English  he  spoke  w'hen  addressing  our  friends. 
“Me  allee  samce  smartee  Chinee;  me  lide  alound  and  havee 
fun;  me  gittce  dlunk  and  havee  splee.” 

“I  told  yer  that  ther  pig-tailed  galoot  had  some  tangle¬ 
foot!”  exclaimed  Cheyenne  Charlie.  “Jest  listen  ter  that,! 
He  wants  us  ter  know  it.”  ' 

Wild  could  not  help  laughing,  and  it  was  cajtching,  for 
everj'body  but  Charlie  joined  it. 

“Let  him  have  bis  spree,”  he  said.  “I  guess  it  can’t  be 
much  of  a  one  he’ll  have,  for  he  cei’tainly  hasn’t  got  a  very 
large  supply  of  liquor  on  hand.  Why  don’t  you  see  what  he 
has  got,  Charlie?” 

“I  reckon  I  wall,”  and  the  scout  slackened  the  pace  of  his 
horse  and  dropped  back  to  the  Chinamen,  w'^ho  w'ere  at  the 
rear,  leading  a  couple  of  pack-horses. 

“Whattee  w'ant,  Misler  Charlie?”  asked  Hop,  looking  at 
him  wdth  his  almond  eyes  half-shut. 

“Where  did  yer  git  ther  whisky,  you  yaller  heathen?” 
“Me  no  gottee  tanglefoot,  Misler  Charlie,”  was  the  retort. 
“You  just  too  latee;  me  dlink  um  allee  up.” 

Then  the  Celestial  show'ed  him  an  empty  pint  flask. 
“Velly  goodee  tanglefoot,”  spoke  up  Wing,  who  had  been 
allowed  one  or  tw*o  swallows  from  the  flask,  and  thought  he 
must  say  something  in  the  way  of  an  exclamation. 

A  look  of  disgust  came,  over  the  face  of  the  scout. 

“It  was  very  good,  hcy‘1”  he  remarked.  “How  do  I  knov/' 
whether  dt  w'as  or  not?” 

“Me  no  know,”  and  Wing’s  yellow  countenance  became  as 
blank  as  a  pine  board. 

The  laugh  was  on  the  scout,  for  everybody  had  something 
to  say  just  then,  and  becoming  exasperated,  he  seized  the 
empty  flask  and  threw  it  in  the  air. 

Before  it  turned  to  descend  he  whipped  out  his  Revolver 
and  shattered  it  with  a  bullet. 

The  incident  served  to  take  off  some  of  the  monotony,  and 
all  hands  felt  better  over  it  as  they  rode  along  and  rapidly 
neared  the  timber,  w^hich  they  could  now  see  plainly. 

But  the  dust  w^as  pretty  thick  yet,  and  when  they  had  cov¬ 
ered  another  ten  miles  they  found  that  Young  Wild  West 
was  right  when  he  said  it  w'as  much  closer  than  it  had  looked 
to  be. 

“In  half  an  hour  from  now  I  guess  w’e’ll  find  some  water,” 
remarked  our  hero.  “Don’t  drink  any  of^the  luke-warm  stuff, 
but  just  wait.” 

Fifteen  rninutes  later  they  came  upon  other  vegetation 
than  the  prickly  cacti. 

Sage  bushes  were  now  getting  plentiful,  and  there  were 
a  few  bunches  of  mesquite  to  be  seen. 

As  they  rode  on  a  flock  of  sage-hens  suddenly  raised  be¬ 
fore  them,  and  then  all  hands  fired,  even  to  the  girls. 

\  oung  Wild  We.st  brought  down  two  in  as  many  shots, 
and  all  but  Anna  and  Eloise  succeeded  in  downing  one  of  the 
bird.^. 

The  Chinamen  were  not  included,  for  they  did  not  carry 
Winchesters. 

“There  is  something  for  supper,  I  guess,”  said  Wild,  as 
he  brought  his  sp’  ndid  sorrel  stallion,  SpiTire,  to  a  halt, 
and  disni'iiinted. 

“Yes,  but  I  reckon  there  ain’t  quite  enough,’’  retorted 
Charlie,  a-  he  followed  his  exampde. 

The  scout  then  s'artcd  in  thc>  di'-ection  the  fleck  had 
gon  '. 

“W.rd  a  minut  -,  Charlie,”  c;dh  d  ou^  Aricth-..  “I  wi  1  get 
m  '  1  o?:  un  '  e  ps'k-hor  a  and  then  I  know  Wf  will 

jp  i  erviio  h  f‘  r  ;  a.iiTf'r.” 

Wins'  V'.ilt  no  .soi  >  cr  he  rd  .  '’nan  he  un  'I'a;  ped  the 
fi'-n  and  had  :t  i-  ,  }•.  r  *  away, 

'i  '  'id  i*  ■  i  r-d  off  ♦brough  the  r  bu  dies 

wi  h  th"  -ut 


The  hens  had  not  gone  v^ry  far,  so  they  i  cached  them  in 
quick  time. 

As  they  arose  Arietta  fired  twice,  and  Charlie  did  the  same. 

But  the  girl  had  the  best  of  him,  for  she  was  using  shot 
against  his  bullets. 

She  dropped  five  of  them,  and  Charlie  two. 

“There!”  she  exclaimed,  as  she  started  to  pick  up  the  fallen 
birds.  “I  gue.ss  we  have  enough  now.” 

“Just  a  round  dozen,”  observed  Young  Wild  West,  a  few 
minutes  later,  when  they  had  gathered  the  sage-hens  in. 
“That  is  one  and  a  half  apiece.  Quite  enough,  I  should 
think.” 

The  two  Celestials  took  charge  of  the  birds  and  plucked 
the  feathers  from  them  as  they  rode  along. 

In  less  than  half  an  hour  later  Wild  turned  in  the  saddle, 
and  with  an  exultant  look,  exclaimed: 

“What  did  I  tell  you?  There’s  the  water  v/e  have  been 
longing  for  during  the  last  two  days!” 

Sure  enough,  a  stream  could  be  seen  trickling  from  a 
clump  of  rocks  less  than  two  hundred  yards  ahead. 

They  had  reached  a  liilly  part  of  the  range  that  was 
thickly  wooded. 

The  mesquite  shrubs  were  thicker  where  the  ground  was 
fed  by  the  cooling  stream,  and  the  grass  grew  tall  and  of  a 
dark  green. 

“Here  is  ,^hs  spot  we  have  been  longing  for!”  Wild  said, 
as  he  rode  up  to  it  and  dismounted. 

A  sigh  of  relief  went  up  simultaneously  from  the  rest  of 
the  party. 

It  was  indeed  a  welcome  place  of  refuge  they  had  found, 
for  the  trail  had  been  a  hard  one  for  the  past  forty-eight 
hours. 

The  sun  was  yet  tw’o  -hours  high,  but  they  figured  that 
they  had  gone  as  far  as  they  cared  to  that  day. 

A  rest  t:ll  morning  would  do  them  good. 

Many,  who  might  have  been  alflicted  with  the  gold  fever 
from  the  w’onderful  stories  told  about  Gold  Gorge,  would 
probably  have  rested  and  replenished  their  water  kegs,  and~ 
then  pushed  on  for  the  goal. 

But  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  had  ej^erienced 
too  much  in  the  way  of  gold  mining  to  become  excited  about 
such  things. 

They  figured  that  the  striking  of  a  rich  vein  was  only  a 
matter  of  luck,  aqyhow,  and  that  they  w'ould  have  as  good  a 
chance  as  those  who  got  there  ahead  of  them. 

The  fact  was  that  none  of  them  were  in  Avant  of  wealth. 

Wild  and  his  Dvo  partners  had  several  mines  in  various 
parts  of  the  West,  and  »ur  hero  OAvned  tAvo  ranches,  besides. 

The  ranches  did  not  pay  much  more  than  the  running  ex¬ 
penses,  but  he  kept  them  so  he  would  have  a  place  to  go 
when  he  felt  like  taking  a  rest. 

It  was  adventure  that  Young  Wild  West  looked  for,  more 
than  wealth. 

And  his  partners  and  the  girls  AA’ere  just  the  same  Avay 
inclined. 

When  all  had  drank  from  the  cooling  little  stream  the 
Chinamen  set  to  unloading  the  pack-horses. 

The  tired  animals  were  ^allowed  to  drink,  along  Avith  the 
other  horses,  and  then  all  were  turned  out  to  broAvse  at  the 
luxuriant  grass  that  Avas  so  seldom  found  in  that  part  of 
the  country. 

All  hands  helped  in  putting  up  the  tAvo  tent.':  they  c.a.  ried, 
and  AA'hcn  this  Avas  accomplished  it  aa'us  about  time  to  pre¬ 
pare  the  evening  meal. 

The  sage-hens  they  had  shot  being  plucked,  it  AA'as  not 
a  very  long  task  to  get  them  ready  by  the  tAvo  Celestials. 

A  fire  AA'as  started,  and  then  a  little  later  the  cooking 
was  in  progress. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners  AA-ere  quite  used  to 
traveling  around  through  the  wild  parts  of  the  West  and 
SouthAvest.  and  they  had  learned  to  ahvays  take  along  plenty 
of  provender. 

It  Avas  not  ahvays  advisable  to  depend  upon  the  game  that 
they  7uight  shoot,  for  sometimes  they  Avculd  strikf’  places 
Avherc  there  av as  none  to  be  .seen,  k;  alone  "hoot. 

Then,  again,  a  person  cannot  live  Y«':y  v, .  11  on  g.\mc  a'cne. 

They  h{ul  more  than  enough  to  In  -t'  'hem  until  they  .ar- 
riA’ed  at  Gold  Gortr*',  Avhich  aa-us  or'v  rv  t-aAci  now 

The  sage-hens  A%ere  ni.ely  broi’aj,  and!  Avitb  the  other 
things  they  had  to  eat.  made  a  '‘x-  rtpno*i?ivg  n'oal. 

“1  reckon  Ave  Avas  lucky  in  sird,  ;b;-:  il.-vk  of  ehirkens.'' 
Clr'A-rime  (’InAilio  rem.aikrd  --..s  I  n  pi.  I  ’  ’  iv  t  'th  with  a 

shaip-pM  ,.,,.1.  I,,,  ,v  ,=  r  .v.  Ip  r  Th.? 

jc.sl  idled  in  nice,  an’  they  made  a  chiinfic. 
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“Well,  we  we i-e  lucky  all  around  to-day,"  fiiiid  Jim  Dart, 
niirht  this  tiui?  we  had  nothing  but  sajid  and  prickly 
cactus  around  us,  and  we  could  drink  nothing  but  coffee, 
since  the  water  was  too  warm  to  drink." 

‘  They  say  that  Gold  Gorge  is  well  supplied  with  water, 
and  that  game  is  plentiful  there,"  observed  Young  Wild 
West.  “I  suppose  we  will  find  lots  to  do  there  besides  hunt¬ 
ing  for  gold." 

“Yer  kin  bet  there’ll  be  plenty  of  bad  galoots  there,  %vho 
will  be  tj^'in’  ter  beat  them  what  has  got  anything  out  of 
it.”  Charlie  answered.  “If  it  ain’t  that  vay  there  it  will  be 
ther  first  new  camp  I  ever  seen  that  wasn’t." 

The  scout  was  just  filling  his  pipe  when  they  suddenly 
heard  the  noise  made  by  an  approaching  horse. 

Whoever  it  was  coming,  he  was  in  a  great  hurry,  for  the 
hoofbeats  were  I'apid  enough. 

Young  Wild  West  calmly  arose  to  his  feet  and  picked  up 
his  rifle. 

“Get  ready  for  business,  boys,"  he  said.  “You  can’t  tell 
where  you  stand  in  this  part  of  the  country.” 

The  next  instant  a  young  man,  riding  rather  awkwardly, 
came  into  view. 

Behind  him  in  close  pursuit  were  three  men  who  had  all 
the  appearance  of  being  ruffians. 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE  THREE  VILLAINS  ARE  PUT  TO  FLIGHT. 

“Hello,  there!"  cried  Young  Wild  West,  as  the  young  man 
saw  the  occupants  of  the  camp  and  quickly  reined  in  his 
steed.  “What’s  all  this  about?" 

“They’re  after  me!". was  the  reply  in  a  tone  of  voice  that 
showed  that  he  had  been  badly  frightened.  “They  want  to 
rob  me." 

“They  do,  eh?  Well,  that  sort  of  business  don’t  go,  not 
when  we  are  around." 

The  three  rough-looking  men  had  halted  now,  and  they 
sat  on  their  horses  at  a  distance  of  probably  fifty  feet  from 
the  place  where  the  young  man  had  stopped  before  Young 
Wild  West  and  his  friends. 

“What  is  that  galoot  trjnn’  ter  tell  yer,  young  feller?” 
called  out  one.  “He’s  a  blamed  sneak-thief,  that’s  what  he 
is!  We  let  him  stop  with  us  last  night,  an’  we  grubbed  him 
an’  let  him  have  our  water.  Then  he  turns  around  ther  first 
chance  he  gits  an’  steals  our  money.  He  put  it  in  a  buck¬ 
skin  bag  what  he  has  got  tied' around  him,  under  his  clothes.” 

“I  never  stole  a  cent  from  them!”  protested  the  young  fel¬ 
low.  “I  have  a  bag  of  money  tied  to  a  belt,  I  know,  but 
that  money  is  mine.  They  want  to  get  it,  but  I  made  up  my 
mind  that  they  should  not  have  it,  so  I  rode  away  from  them, 
hoping  that  my  horse  would  outdistance  them." 

The  three  men  now  rode  up. 

Evidently  they  thought  that  their  intended  victim  would 
be  turned  over  to  them,  and  that  they  would  get  the  bag  of 
money. 

But  if  they  did  they  were  badly  mistaken. 

Young  Wild  West  was  a  pretty  good  judge  of  people  in 
general. 

It  took  him  but  a  minute  to  decide  which  he  would  be¬ 
lieve. 

He  felt  certain  that  the  young  man  was  honest  and  truth¬ 
ful. 

The  three  rough-looking  men  had  anything  JDut  the  ap¬ 
pearance  of  being  either. 

“I  guess  you  fellows  had  better  turn  around  and  see  how 
fast  you  can  ride  away  from  here!"  he  said  calmly,  as  he 
let  his  revolver  come  around,  so  it  covered  them. 

“What  do  yer  mean,  youngster?"  demanded  one  of  them, 
who  acted  as  though  he  was  the  leader. 

He  looked  surprised  when  he  asked  the  question. 

“I  mean  just  what  I  say,"  was  the  reply.  “You  fellows 
are  no  eood — I  can  see  thart," 

The  three  men  bristled  up  instantly. 

“That  don’t  sound  very  good  from  a  boy,"  said  the  leader. 

“fnm't  it?  I'll  get  a  man  to  say  it  to  you  if  you  v/ould 
like  it  better." 

“I'm' ther  man  as  will  say  it  ter  yer,  yer  measly  coyotes! 
Jen*  hx/k  pleasant  now.  If  yer  don’t  I’ll  begin  ter  pump 
hiot  lead  into  your  carcasses!" 

The  ru/hans  wilted  right  away. 

“Now,  then,  do  just  as  1  told  you  to  I"  exclaimed  Young 


Wild  West,  the  same  calm  smile  playing  about  his  lips.  1 
want  you  to  light  out!  Do  you  hear?" 

“All  right,  young  feller;  you’ve  got  ther  drop  on  us,  so 
we’ve  got  ter  go.  But  jest  wait!  Our  time  will  come  afoic 
long!" 

“No  threats,  please.  I  don’t  like  them.  Besides,  I  might 
take  a  notion  to  show  you  how  straight  I  can  shoot." 

“Pdon’t' believe  you  could  hit  the  broad  side  of  a  shanty." 

Crack ! 

The  words  were  scarcely  out  of  his  mouth  when  Wild’s 
revolver  spoke. 

“Wow!”  yelled  the  man,  clapping  his  hand  to  the  top  of 
his  head  and  dancing  about  like  a  wounded  coyote.  >  . 

The  bullet  had  gone  through  the  crown  of  his  hat  and 
took  off  a  lock  of  hair. 

It  must  have  been  that  he  felt  it  graze  his  scalp,  too,  for 
he  plainly  was  stung  a  little. 

’I’he  villain  made  for  his  horse. 

He  was  the  only  one  of  the  three  who  had  dismounted, 
and  it  was  evident  that  he  was  sorry  that  he  had  done  it. 

“Hold  on  a  minute!" 

The  words  were  spoken  in  a  voice  that  was  full  of  mean¬ 
ing. 

He  stopped  in  his  tracks. 

“You  said  you  didn’t  believe  I  could  hit  the  side  of  a 
shanty,  didn’t  you?" 

“ni  take  it  back,”  whined  the  wretch. 

“You  don’t  have  to.  I  am  going  to  show  you  that  I  can 
do  better  than  hitting  the  side  of  a  shanty.  I  just  cut  your 
hair  for  you;  now  I  am  going  to  trim  your  whiskers.  Throv/ 
up  your  chin  and  hold  your  head  well  back.” 

The  fellow  looked  aghast. 

His  companions  acted  as  though  they  were  going  to  ride 
away  and  leave  him,  for  they  saw  that  they  were  covered 
by  Charlie  and  Jim,  and  it  was  not  good  policy  for  them  to 
interfere  just  then. 

But  the  scout  commanded  them  to  stay  just  where  they 
were. 

“You’re  about  as  sick  a  lot  of  galoots  as  I’ve  seen  in  a 
month!"  he  declared.  “There  yer  are,  with  six-shooters  in 
your  belts,  an’  yer  don’t  dare  ter  put  your  hands  on  ’em! 
You’re  beauts,  you  are!" 

The  two  men  certainly  looked  it,  too. 

But  they  had  no  chance,  whatever,  so  that  made  a  dif¬ 
ference. 

Meanwhile  the  leader  had  been  standing  right  s' ill. 

“Are  you  going  to  do  what  I  told  you?"  Wild  asked 
sternly. 

“What  do  yer  want  me  ter  do?"  he  questioned. 

“Throw  back  your  head  and  stick  out  your  chin.*  I  am 
going  to  trim  your  whiskers." 

“Yer  ain’t  goin’  ter  shoot  at  me,  are  yer?” 

“I  am  just  going  to  trim  your  whiskers  a  bit  with  a  bullet. 
Do  as  I  say,  or  I’ll  start  in  and  shoot  off  your  eyebrows!" 

The  villain  no  longer  hesitated. 

He  threw  back  his  head  and  his  chin  beard  stuck  out  al¬ 
most  straight  before  him. 

Crack ! 

The  sharp  report  of  the  young  deadshot’s  revolver  rang 
out  and  a  tuft  of  hair  flew  from  the  end  of  the  man’s  beard. 

“Now  do  you  think  I  could  hit  the  side  of  a  shanty?" 
asked  Wild. 

“I  reckon  you  could  hit  about  anything  yer  shot  at,  young 
feller,"  was  the  reply.  * 

“That  sounds  better.  Now  you  can  go." 

“Thankee,"  said  the  fellow  humbly.  “If  yer  don’t  mind, 
I’d  like  ter  know  yer  name." 

“My  name  is  Young  Wild  West." 

“All  right.  You’re  ther  quickest  an’  best  shot  I  ever  seen. 
Good-by  till  we  meet  ag’in!" 

“Get  on  your  horse  and  light  out." 

Put  he  did  not  need  to  be  told  thav. 

He  got  in  the  saddle  in  a  hurry,  and  without  another  word 
turned  and  rode  away  behind  his  two  companions. 

“I  guess  that  settles  them  for  a  while,"  observed  our  hero, 
turning  to  the  young  man,  who  had  been  chased  straight 
to  the  camp.  “Now,  you  may  tell  your  story,  if  you  like, 
stranger." 

“Thdre  isn’t  much  to  toll,"  was  the  reply.  “I  was  on 
my  way  to  the  new  gold  fiefds  when  I  came  across  those  fel¬ 
lows.  This  was  yesterday.  I  didn’t  like  their  looks  much, 
but  they  offered  to  take  me  in  with  llicm,  and  being  without 
food  and  water,  1  gladly  accepted  tlieir  invitation.  It  was 
not  until  to-day  that  1  found  out  that  they  were  ecoundels. 
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They  asked  me  to  lend  them  some  money,  and  when  I  told 
them  that  I  would  pay  them  fov  what  1  had  been  supplied 
with  by  them,  they  said  I  must  give  them  all  I  had.  I  didn’t 
want  to  do  that,  so  after  a  row  between  us  I  rode  off.  They 
were  heading  for  the  w'oods  here  when  the  row  started,  and 
1  thought  if  I  could  get-  there  ahead  of  them  I  might  throw 
them  off  my  track.” 

“liut  yer  nag  wasn’t  fast  enough  ter  do  it,”  spoke  ifb  the  j 
scout,  as  he  looked  at  the  lean  broncho  the  young  man  had 
been  riding. 

“No;  it  is  not  a  very  good  horse  that  I  bought  when  I 
started  from  Phoenix,  but  it  was  about  the  best  I  could  get. 
There  seemed  to  be  a  big  demand  for  hoi'ses  just  then.” 

Then  the  stranger  said  that  his  name  was  Leon  Brown, 
and  that  he  was  a  painter  by  trade. 

He  had  come  West  to  seek  his  fortune,  so  he  said,  but  so 
far  he  had  failed  to  find  it,  or  any  port  of  it. 

“1  had  an  idea  that  I  might  strike  it  rich  when  I  got  to 
Gold  Gorge,”  he  added.  “There  is  tons  of  gold  to  be  dug 
out  there,  so  I  heard.” 

“When  you  get  there  you  will  find  it  quite  different  from 
what  you  have  been  led  to  believe,  I  guess,”  remarked  Wild, 
with  a  laugh.  “Gold  mining  is  about  as  uncertain  as  any 
other  speculation,  and  a  little  more  so.  You  might  strike  it 
rich  at  the  first  go-off,  but  it  is  only  one  chance  in  a  hun¬ 
dred  that  a  fellow  has,  especially  a  tenderfoot.” 

“I  know  I  am  what  you  folks  call  a  tenderfoot,”  answered 
Brown,  looking  at  the  girls  and  turning  red.  “But  there 
are  lots  of  young  fellows  who  have  come  West  and  got  very 
rich.” 

“But  more  wdiat  didn’t,”  spoke  up  Cheyenne  Charlie,  grin¬ 
ning.  “Some  of  ’em  died  with  their  boots  on,  too,  an’  their 
folks  in  ther  East  never  knowed  what  become  of  ’em.  I 
reckon  there’s  more  fellers  lookin’  fur  gold  than  what  there 
is  of  ther  gold  to  be  found.” 

“Well,  I  am  here  now,  so  I  will  see  the  thing  through  and 
do  ^he  best  I  can.” 

“That’s  the  w’ay  to  talk!”  exclaimed  Jim  Dart.  “Grit  is 
the  article  that  counts  every  time.” 

“Can  I  stop  with  you  folks  to-night?”  Leon  Brown  asked, 
looking  in  the  direction  the  three  men  had  gone,  and  show¬ 
ing  sigpis  of  great  uneasiness. 

“Certainly  you  can,”  replied  Young  Wild  West.  “You  can 
ride  right  into  Gold  Gorge  with  us.  We  hope  to  get  there 
before  sunset  to-morrow.” 

The  tenderfoot  thanked  them  warmly. 

Then  he  proceeded  to  make  himself  at  home. 

Wing,  the  cook,  fixed  up  some  supper  for  him,  and  he  ate 
heartily. 

Wild  told  him  who  they  were,  and  then  Brown  expressed 
his  surprise  at  meeting  ladies  in  that  wild  country. 

But  when  he  was  told  that  they  w'ere  used  to  it,  and  liked 
it  better  than  the  cities  and  towns,  he  nodded  and  said  he 
thought  they  were  right. 

Though  a  good  watch  v/as  kept  that  night  it  proved  hardly 
necessary,  for  the  three  men  did  not  show  up  again. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  w-ere  up  soon  after 
sunrise,  and  after  a  breakfast  of  broiled  bear  moat,  corn 
cakes  and  coffee  they  were  ready  to  resume  the  journey  to 
Gold  Gorge. 

“If  I  was  as  cool  and  brave  as  you  are,  and  knew  how  to 
handle  a  revolver  half  as  good,  I  would  consider  that  I  was 
able  to  cope  with  almost  any  one,”  Leon  Brown  observed,  as 
they  were  mounting  their  horses. 

“Well,  it  takes  practice  to  learn  how  to  shoot  well,”  re¬ 
plied  Wild,  to  whom  the  remark  was  made.  “Coolness  can 
be  learned,  too,  as  you  will  find  out  if  you  try  good  and 
hard.” 

“I  don’t  agree  with  you  on  that,”  was  the  retort,  as  the 
voung  man  shook  his  head.  “I  think  coolness  has  to  be  born 
in  a  person.” 

“VV'ell,  to  some  extent,  perhaps  it  has.  but  any  one  can  do] 
a  little  better  in  that  line  than  he  has  been  doing,  pi-oviding 
that  ho  makes  up  his  mind.” 

“And  a  girl  can  do  the  same,”  said  Arietta,  who  w’as  rid¬ 
ing  at  the  side  of  her  dashing  young  lover  at  the  head  of 
thd  column. 

The  young  tenderfoot  laughed.  j 

“Well,  I  shai’t  di.'s,  .i;e  your  word,”  he  an.swered.  “But  i 
1  will  say  that  I  think  that  all  girls  are  not  alike.”  I 

The  traveling  was  pretty  good  now,  so  they  had  quite  a  j 
plea.^ant  timo  of  it.  j 

The  shade  from  the  trees  was  far  diffeient  from  riding 


in  the  scorching  sun,  as  they  had  been  compelled  to  do  the 
two  days  before. 

Less  than  an  hour  after  they  left  the  camping  place  Char¬ 
lie  found  the  tracks  of  a  bear,  and  calling  the  two  China¬ 
men  to  get  down  off  their  horses  and  follow  him,  dismounted 
and  started  to  follow  the  tracks. 

“A  little  bear  meat  always  comes  in  handy,  I  reckon,”  he 
said,  as  he  walked  away  in  the  bushes,  while  the  rest  came 
to  a  halt  and  waited. 

“Can  I  go  with  you?”  Leon  Brown  asked. 

“I  reckon  so.  Come  on!”  was  the  reply. 

The  tenderfoot  was  glad  to  have  the  chance. 

He  was  not  provided  with  a  rifle,  but  he  had  a  pretty  good 
revolver,  and  taking  it  from  the  holster,  he  hastened  after 
them. 

Charlie  did  not  want  Hop  and  Wing  to  help  him  kill  the 
bear. 

He  simply  wanted  them  to  carry  the  parts  of  it  that  were 
the  best  to  eat  after  he  had  shot  it. 

It  so  happened  that  they  did  not  have  to  go  more  than 
a  couple  of  hundred  yards  when  Bruin  was  sighted. 

He  was  a  black  bear,  and  the  scout  nodded  when  he  saw 
that  the  animal  had  hardly  attained  its  growth. 

“#ine  meat  on  them  haunches,”  he  muttered. 

Then  he  raised  his  rifle  to  his  shoulder,  and  brought  the 
bear  down. 

The  echoes  of  the  report  had  scarcely  died  out  w’hen  Hop 
and  Wing  rushed  to  the  spot. 

Wing  got  there  first,  knife  in  hand,  for  the  purpose  of 
bleeding  the  bear. 

But  just  then  another  shot  sounded  close  at  hand,  and 
the  Chinaman  uttered  a  yell  and  tumbled  over  upon  the  car¬ 
cass  of  the  dying  bear! 

“Some  galoot  has  shot  ther  heathen!”  exclaimed  the  scout 
and  then  he  quickly  fired  a  shot  at  a  clump  of  bushes  from 
which  a  faint  stream  of  smoke  was  rising. 

A  cry  of  pain  rang  out  instantly. 


CHAPTER  III. 

AN  ALLIANCE  OF  VILLAINS. 

The  three  men  who  had  tried  to  rob  Leon  Brown,  and 
then  got  more  than  they  were  looking  for  from  Young  Wild 
West  and  his  partners,  had  never  been  to  Gold  Gorge. 

They  were  simply  going  there  for  the  purpose  of  striking 
it  rich  after  the  lucky  ones  had  made  their  piles,  which 
means  that  they  intended  to  rob  them. 

After  getting  out  of  sight  of  the  camp  of  our  friends,  the 
leader  turned  to  the  two  with  him  and  exclaimed: 

“That  was  putty  tough,  wasn’t  it,  boys?” 

“I  reckon  it  was,  Dick,”  one  of  them  answered. 

“Well,  jest  as  sure  as  my  name  are  Dick  Johnson  I’ll  git 
square  on  ther  young  galoot!” 

The  others,  who,  by  the  way,  went  by  the  names  of  Smart 
Ned  and  Hocus,  nodded  their  heads. 

“Right  yer  are,  Dick,”  the  latter  said. 

“We’re  on  ther  way  ter  Gold  George  ter  git  rich,  ther 
same  as  every  one  else  is,”  went  on  the  leader.  “We  don’t 
intend  ter  do  any  hard  work  fur  what  we  git,  though.  We’re 
goin’  ter  let  others  do  ther  hard  work,  an’  we’ll  take  ther 
benefit.” 

‘That’s  what’s  ther  matter!”  the  two  exclaimed  simul¬ 
taneously. 

“Young  Wild  West  is  what  ther  young  galoot  called  him¬ 
self,”  went  on  Johnson.  “He’s  only  a  boy,  but  I  reckon  he 
beats  any  man  what  I  ever  run  up  ag’in.  He  sartinly  kin 
shoot,  an’  no  mistake!  I  kin  feel  ther  top  of  my  head  burnin’ 
yet  from  that  first  bullet  he  let  go;  an’  look  at  my  beautiful 
w’hiskers!  He’s  spiled  ther  cut  of  ’em,  blamed  if  he  ain’t!” 

“He  could  have  trimmed  your  eyebrows,  too,  most  likely. 
He  said  as  how  he  could,”  remarked  Smart  Ned.  just  the 
vestige  of  a  grin  on  his  ugly  face. 

“None  of  your  smartness,  now,  Ned,”  spoke  up  Johnson. 
“You  jest  said  that  ter  make  fun  of  me.” 

“No,  I  didn’t,  Dick.  It  sorter  sounded  comical  like  after 
I  said  it.  an’  I  couldn’t  help  from  smilin’.” 

“^Vell,  all  right.  But  if  Young  Wild  West  takes  a  couple 
of  shots  at  you,  like  he  did  at  me,  I  reckon  vou  won't  feel 
much  like  grinnin’.” 

“I  know  1  won’t,  Dick.” 

“Yer  kin  bet  your  life  he  won’t!”  exclaimed  Hivua. 
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1  ■  'r  -i  n.’t  rido  more  than  ten  miles  from  the  camp  of 

Ou>'  -  when  thoy  curx  to  a  spot  where  there  was  water, 

and  \vl  eh  was^  very  'Suitable  for  camping.  ' 

It  W..S  r.vH  much  of  a  camping  outtit  that  the  three  vil- 
lar..s  had.  so  they  soon  were  making  themselves  comfortable 
and  cork  ng  sor.,e  bacon  and  coffee. 

A  Couple  of  blankets  apiece  and  a  fe%v  cooking  utensils, 
and  £00:0  provisions  and  water  jugs  was  all  they  were  sup¬ 
plied  with. 

Tliey  each  had  a  rifle  and  plenty  of  ammunition,  so  they 
wert'  in  no  danger  of  going  hungry,  providing  they  could 
shov-*^  sufticiently  straight  to  kill  game. 

“We’ll  stay  here  till  mornin’,  an’  then  we’ll  go  ahead  ter 
Gold  Gorge  an’  try  an’  find  a  couple  of  galoots  what’ll  jine 
in  with  us  ter  clean  out  Young  Wild  West  an’  his  gang  when 
they  git  there.  Ther  sight  of  them  putty  gals  oughter  be  i 
^ough  ter  make  some  of  ther  galoots  agi’ee  ter  take  a  hand 
in  tlier  game,”  Dick  Johnson  remarked,  as  he  helped  him¬ 
self  to  a  big  slice  of  bacon  from  the  fire.  i 

“I  reckon  them  gals  shoot,  too,  if  they  take  a  notion.  I  , 
seen  that  one  of  ’em  was  jest  about  ready  ter  pick  up  her  I 
rifle  what  was  standin’  ag’in  a  tree,”  spoke  up  Hocus.  j 
“Yer  mean  ther  one  with  ther  reddish  hair,  don’t  yer?” 
queried  Smart  Ned. 

“Yes,  that’s  ther  one.  She  was  a  beauty,  wasn’t  she?” 

“I  reckon  so ;  an’  she  is  most  likely  a  beauty  yet.  ’Tain’t ; 
likely  that  she’s  changed  much  in  ther  last  half-hour  or  so.” 
Johnson  laughed  at  this. 

“You  two  galoots  is  great  ones,”  he  remarked.  “But 
layin’  all  jokin’  aside,  don’t  yer  think  we  could  git  somebody  i 
to  help  us  when  we  git  ter  Gold  Gorge?” 

“I’ll  gamble  that  we  kin!”  retorted  Hocus. 

“It  would  be  a  sure  bet,  if  yer  made  it,”  ad^ed  Smart  Ned. 
“Jest  tell  a  couple  of  galoots  that  there  was  money  an’ 
three  fine-lookin’  gals  ter  be  picked  up,  an’  they’d  fall  right 
inter  ther  game  in  a  hurry.  Of  course,  we  want  ter  know 
putty  well  what  kind  of  galoots  we’re  talkin’  ter  first.” 

“It  won’t  take  long  ter  pick  up  ther  ones  we  want,”  said 
the  leader. 

The  three  villains  sat  talking  over  what  they  proposed  to 
do  when  they  got  to  their  destination  until  they  grew  sleepy. 

Then  they  saw  that  their  horses  were  fixed  so  they  couid  1 
not  stray  away,  and  turned  in.  I 

They  had  no  fear  that  they  would  be  bothered  during  the 
night. 

They  did  not  rise  as  early  as  did  our  friends,  and  when 
they  had  cocked  their  breakfast  Young  Wild  West’s  party 
was  very  close  to  ^hem,  on  the  way  to  Gold  Gorge. 

The  villains  had  just  got  their  horses  ready  to  mount  when 
they  suddenly  saw  a  bear  making  his  way  along  the  edge  of 
the  bushes  about  a  hundred  yards  away. 

“If  we  wanted  some  meat  now  there  would  be  our  chance,” 
remarked  Hocus. 

“That’s  right,”  answered  Johnson.  “But  we  don’t  want 
ter  bother  with  no  bear  jest  now.” 

Just  then  a  report  rang  out,  and  they  saw  the  bsar  give 
a  leap  and  then  fall  to  the  ground. 

The  next  minute  they  saw  a  Chinaman  running  for  the 
carcass,  knife  in  hand. 

“Git  ther  horses  out  of  ther  w’ay,  in  case  they  shoot,”  ^id 
Hocus  quickly.  “I’m  goin’  ter  take  a  shot  at  ther  China¬ 
man.” 

His  companions  did  as  he  said  in  a  hurry,  and  dropning 
behind  a  clump  of  bu.shes,  he  took  aim  and  pulled  the  trigger. 

The  Teport  had  scarcely  died  out  when  another  one  sounded, 
and  Hocus  uttered  a  yell. 

A  bullet  had  grazed  his  arm,  drawing  the  blood. 

He  bounded  from  the  bushes  to  his  horse  in  a  hurry,  and 
mounting,  rode  after  his  companions,  who  were  already  on 
the  move. 

“Did  yer  git  hit,  Hocus?”  asked  Johnson,  as  the  villain 
dashed  up  beside  them. 

“I  reckon  I  had  a  mighty  close  shave,”  was  the  retort, 
right  on  goin’!  One  of  ther  galoots  must  have  seen 
Vitz,  nn’  he  give  it  ter  me  putty  quick.” 

did  not  have  to  be  told  to  keep  on  going,  for  the 
f.-,  y-  T.'-r-  H'x  iK  had  no  desire  to  get  a  bullet  from 
Y',  jr,/  'vV  West. 

Toey  pi  rii'ht  on  the  trail  for  Gold  Gorge  at  a  pace  that 
v  a  on  the  horses,  considering  the  heat. 

Wherj  they  firally  came  to  a  halt  to  give  them  a  breath- 
if,/  p'  :i  t/  e  /  expecting  every  minute  to  hear  the  80und.s 
of  pjt  uit,  j'or  Hfx-UH  had  seen  the  Chinaman  drop  when 
th  h.vd,  oti  ho  thought  surely  that  he  had  killed  him. 


But  nothing  was  heard,  and  as  the  minutes  passed  by  they 
began  to  feel  easier. 

“I  reckon  they  don’t  think  we  come  this  way,”  said  John¬ 
son.  “I  s’pose  they  think  we  turned  back  an’  went  ther 
other  way,  ’cause  that  was  ther  way  we  was  headin’  when  we 
left  ther  camp,  where  they  was,  last  night.  It  ain’t  likely 
they  think  it  was  one  of  us  what  shot  ther  heathen.” 

“I  hope  that’s  right,”  answered  Smart  Ned, 

“Well,  if  it  ain’t  right,  if  we  kin  only  git  ter  Gold  Gorge 
ahead  of  ’em,  an’  find  some  galoots  there  what  will  stick  ter 
us  we’ll  be  all  right,  anyway.” 

Tho  villains  kept  right  on  their  way,  halting  now  and 
then  to  rest  their  horses,  but  not  long  enough  to  make  a 
fire  and  cook  a  meal,  and  finally,  about  three  in  the  after¬ 
noon,  they  reached  the  mining  camp. 

Gold  Gorge  was  not  much  of  a  place,  though  when  they 
got  there  they  found  there  was  considerable  of  a  hustle  on, 
and  that  shanties  were  going  up  like  mushrooms. 

It  was  in  the  wide  mouth  of  a  gorge  that  the  gold  had 
been  found;  hence  the  name  of  the  place. 

As  the  three  villains  supposed,  there  were  already  places 
where  liquor  was  sold,  while  on  the  front  of  two  of  the 
larger  shanties  were  signs  indicating  that  they  were  licensed 
gambling  houses. 

Dick  Johnson  chose  the  toughest-looking  place  there  was 
to  be  seen  to  stop  at,  because  he  knew  that  he  would  most 
likely  find  the  kind  of  men  he  wanted  there. 

As  the  men  who  had  come  to  the  camp  to  search  for  their 
fortunes  were  mostly  at  work  digging  and  sifting  dirt  in 
search  of  gold  deposits,  there  were  very  few  to  be  seen 
around.  “ 

However,  there  were  three  or  four  idle  fellows  sitting  on 
benches  in  front  of  the  saloon,  and  they  eyed  the  three 
strangers  expectantly  as  they  dismounted. 

“Come  in  an’  have  a  drink,  boys,”  said  Dick  Johnson,  nod- 
ing  to  them  familiarly. 

They  seemed  giad  of  the  invitafion,  and  followed  the  vil¬ 
lains  into  the  roughly  furnished  barroom  in  a  hurry. 

A  man  with  a  very  low  forehead  and  piercing  black  eyes 
got  up  lazily  from  a  chair  and  walked  behind  the  board 
counter: 

“What  kin  I  do  fur  yer,  gents?”  he  asked. 

“A  little  of  your  best  tanglefoot  fur  me!”  answered  John¬ 
son.  “I  don’t  know  what  ther  rest  want,  but  they  kin  take 
jest  what  they  like.” 

They  all  said  they  would  take  the  same,  so  the  bottle  and 
glasses  were  put  out. 

“Help  yourselves,  boys,”  Johnson  said,  nodding  to  the  men 
he  had  invited  in. 

I  They  did  so,  and  then  he  followed  suit,  and  pushed  the 
bottle  along  to  Smart  Ned  and  Hocus. 

“Strangers  here,  I  reckon?”  said  the  proifrietor,  question- 
ingly. 

“Yes,”  replied  Johnson.  “What  sort  of  a  place  is  it  here, 
anyhow?  Lots  of  dust  ter  be  found,  I  s’pose?” 

“Nothing  ter  brag  of,  though  I  can’t  say  but  what  my  busi¬ 
ness  is  good,  and  has  been  ever  since  I  struck  here  three 
weeks  ago.” 

Johnson  looked  at  the  men  he  had  treated. 

There  were  four  of  them,  and  they  did  not  look  as  though 
they  were  very  prosperous. 

“I  reckon  you  ain’t  struck  it  rich  yet,  boys,”  he  remarked. 

“Oh,  they  don’t  believe  in  work,  anyway,”  spoke  up  the 
man  behind  the  bar,  grinning  at  them.  “They  want  ter  make 
their  boodle  easier  than  handlin’  a  pick  an’  shovel.” 

“Well,  I  never  was  much  a  hand  fur  hard  work  myself,” 
and  the  leader  of  the  gang  that  had  tried  to  rob  the  tender¬ 
foot  chuckled. 

“I  reckon  I’ve  got  enough  money  ter  treat,  anyhow,”  said 
one  of  them.  “What  are  yer  goin’  ter  take,  strangers?  Ther 
same  is  good  enoup-h  fur  me.” 

They  had  the  drink,  and  then  Hocus  and  Smart  Ned  each 
treated. 

Then  they  got  in  a  conversation  and  soon  found  out  the 
names  of  each  other. 

One  of  the  four  men  bore  the  name  of  Baldy  Jones,  and 
when  he  introduced  him  the  saloon  man  assured  the  three 
that  Baldy  Jones  had  never  been  known  to  dc  a  hard  day’s 
work,  or  wear  a  decent  shirt  and  trousers;  yet  he  always 
had  plenty  of  money. 

This  was  said  in  a  significant  way,  and  when  he  looked 
at  the  man  Dirk  Johnson  made  up  his  mind  that  he  was  Just 
the  kind  of  a  fellow  they  wantsd. 
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Thvy  \\\nl  ii'.to  a  back  room  of  the  place,  and  then  ^ot 
i*i  ii'iuily. 

Johusun  came  up  pretty  blunt,  and  told  the  four  men  that 
he  and  hi.s  companion.s  did  not  come  there  to  mine,  but  that 
they  e.\pect'‘d  to  make  plenty  of  money  at  Gold  Gorge. 

“I  rf  ckon  you’ll  have  ter  steal  it,  then,”  was  Baldy  Jones’ 
rep!,*. 

“I'i  that  ther  way  you  git  yours?”  Johnson  queried,  with 
a  grin. 

“if  1  told  you  I  reckon  you’d  know  as  much  about  it  as 
I  do.” 

B.ddy  did  not  get  mad;  he  laughed  good-naturedjy  instead. 

Then  Johnson  grinned  some  more. 

In  that  way  they  got  to  bnderstand  each  other. 

Whisky  will  make  men  confide  in  each  other  sometimes, 
and  in  this  case  it  worked  that  way. 

Baldy  Jones  and  his  three  companions  soon  found  out  that 
the  three  strangers  were  about  of  the  same  stamp  as  they 
were. 

The  result  was  that  they  heard  all  about  what  had  hap¬ 
pened  on  the  trail. 

Johnson  made  them  think  that  there  was  a  big  pile  of 
money  in  the  possession  of  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends, 
and  he  took  pains  to  relate  how  pretty  the  three  girls  were. 

‘T  reckori  we’ll  help  ’em  out,  won’t  we,  boys?”  said  Baldy 
Jones  to  his  three  partners,  who,  like  him,  never  did  any 
work. 

They  answered  in  the  affirmative. 

It  w’as  aboiit  an  hour  aftqr  their  arrival  at  Gold  Gorge 
w'hen  alliance  against  our  hero  was  perfected,  and  it 
w'as  .jim  then  that  he  arrived  in  the  camp,  riding  ahead  with 
Arietfti. 

“There  they  are!”  exclaimed  Johnson,  as  they  rode  past 
the  saloon.  “What  do  yer  think  of  ’em,  boys?” 

“A  likely  lookin’  lot^  especially  ther  gals,”  answered  Baldy 
Jones,  nodding  and  grinning  in  a  way  that  told  that  he  meant 
to  know  them  better  before  they  got  out  of  Gold  Gorge. 

And  he  was  to  know  them  better,  too,  but  perhaps  not  in 
the  way  he  thought  he  would. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

OUR  FRIENDS  ARRIVE  AT  GOLD  GORGE. 

It  W’as  just  about  four  in  the  afternoon  when  Young  Wild 
West  and  his  friends  an-ived  at  Gold  Gorge. 

Wing  Wah  had  not  been  hit  by  Hocus  when  he  fired. 

The  bullet  had  whistled  by  his  ear  so  close  that  he  di’opped 
from  fright. 

He  got  up  almost  as  soon  as  Cheyenne  Charlie  fired. 

The  scout  no  .sooner  saw  that  the  Chinaman  wa.s  unhurt 
than  he  rushed  for  the  clump  of  bushes,  he  had  fired  into. 

He  was  just  in  time  to  hear  the  sound  of  receding  hoofs, 
and  then  he  knew  it  was  no  use. 

So  when  the  rest  came  up  the  bear  was  skinned  and  cut 
up.  and  then  they  proceeded  on  the  way  to  the  mining  camp. 

It  was  easy  enough  for  them  to  tell  that  the  three  outlaws 
had  just  gone  on  ahead  of  them,  for  the  hoof  prints  were 
fresh. 

Wild  was  on  the  lookout  for  the  villains  when  they  rode 
up  the  single  crooked  street  the  camp  contained. 

But  thev  could  not  be  seen,  for  they  w’ere  peeping  from  a 
window  of  the  saloon. 

"There  is  no  use  in  tiwing  to  put  up  at  a  hotel.”  said  Wild. 
“We  will  ride  right  on  through  and  look  for  a  place  to  camp 
at  the  other  side.” 

Tt'i  they  did,  the  few  w'ho  w’ere  hanging  around  and  not 
workinp'  looking  at  them  with  interest  as  they  passed  the 

shanti'TS. 

There  were  very  few  women  at  Gold  Gorge,  so  the  miners 
we’-e  interested  when  they  saw  that  some  more  had  ar¬ 
rived. 

They  thought,  of  cou'se,  that  our  friends  had  come  for 
the  pu  of  h  ■  i  -w  there  permanently. 

'rh-  .e  happen  d  to  h  a  miner,  who  had  really  struck  it 
r;"h  c.nd  v  an  I  ♦  >  11  out  -  -  ’jap. 

Hi  ir  I  .’  V  -  vV  urzel,  and  he  had  located  his  claim  a 
'iiioi-  1  '  ■  ■  :  h-  the  mouth  of  the  gorge. 

Wr  -  h  s  L.v  our  fri -nds  riding  in  he  promptly  spoke  to 

*  • 

♦  r  ^  '  h  ’•e?”  he  asked. 

a  v.  d  J  ans.^  ^  ied,  as  he  reined  in  his  hor-e. 


“Well,  I’ve  got  a  claim  with  a  shanty  on  it  that  I’ll  nell 
dirt  cheap.  Ther  land  ain’t  worth  nothin’,  I  reckon,  since  I 
took  out  all  there  w'as  in  ther  pocket,  an’  I’ve  got  thirty  thou¬ 
sand  dollars  in  ther  bank  at  Phoenix.  I'll  sell  out  fur  jest 
about  what  ther  shanty  and  claim  an’  what’s  in  it  is  worth. 
I  was  one  of  the  first  galoots  ter  find  gold  here,  an’  I  got 
in  an’  made  my  pile  right  on  ther  jump.  There  ain’t  no 
one  as  wants  ter  buy  me  out,  ’cause  they’ve  heard  that  I 
was  goin’  ter  Calif omy,  an’  then  there’ll  be  a  fight  fur  ther 
shanty,  I  reckon.” 

,  He  then  told  his  name  and  showed  the  bank-book  he 
had. 

“Well,  Mr.  Wurzel,”  said  our  hero,  “just  pilot  us  to  your 
shanty.  If  you  will  sell  out  as  cheap  as  it  would  co.st  u.s 
to  build  a  shanty  we’ll  buy.  We  don’t  have  to  have  a 
shany  to  live  in,  though,  for  we  are  used  to  camping.” 

“Well,  I  reckon  a  shanty  is  ther  best  place  ter  sleep  in 
around  these  diggin’s,”  was  the  reply.  “There’s  more  thieves 
here  than  there  is  honest  people,  I  believe.  That  is  ther  main 
reason  that  I’m  goin’  ter  light  out  from  Gold  Gorge.  I’m 
lucky  that  I’ve  got  my  pile  in  ther  bank  over  in  Phoenix.” 

“I  reckon  yer  are,  old  man,”  spoke  up  Cheyenne  Charlie. 
“We  met  three  galoots  last  night  that  was  headin’  fur  here, 
an’  I’ll  bet  they  would  rob  a  blind  man.  Have  yer  seen 
thi’ee  strangers  come  in  this  afternoon?” 

“Yes,  I  seen  ’em.  They’re  stoppin’  at  ther  saloon  what’s 
run  by  Baldy  Jones,  wluch  is  ther  worst  place  in  ther  camp. 
There’s  more  shootin’  an’  killin’  goin’  on  in  that  place  than 
all  the  rest  put  together.” 

“Well,  it  is  like  every  other  new  mining  camp,  I  sunpose. 
There  has  always  got  to  be  a  ‘worst’  place  in  it,”  said 
Wild. 

The  miner  walked  along  with  them  until  they  came  to 
his  shanty. 

It  was  situated  around  to  the  rear  of  the  gathering  of 
shanties,  right  in  the  gulch. 

High  cliffs  reared  on  either  side  of  it,  and_  in  the  rear 
the  gorge  wound  itself  back  into  the  mountains. 

“There  was  an  idee  among  ther  galoots  what  come  here 
that  there  was  plenty  of  gold  back  inter  ther  gulch,”  Wurzel 
said,  as  he  pointed  back  to  the  wilderness  of  the  scene,  “but 
there  ain’t  been  as  much  as  an  ounce  took  out  there.  Right 
here  I  struck  it  rich,  but  ther  pocket  soon  give  out.  Others 
has  struck  it  putty  good  farther  out,  where  yer  see  ther 
men  workin’  there.  I  reckon  there  ain’t  many  as  will  do  as 
well  as  I’ve  done,  though.” 

The  man  seemed  very  proud  of  the  fact  that  he  had 
thirty  thousand  dolllars  to  his  credit  in  the  bank  at  Phoenix. 

He  was  one  of  the  sort  that  are  satisfied  with  enough  to 
see  them  through,  and  did  not  keep  longing  for  more. 

He  had  everything  ready  to  vacate  the  shanty  at  a  mo¬ 
ment’s  notice,  and  when  he  nut  the  price  on  it  Wild  took  him 
up  without  any  further  talk. 

H  j  had  not  intended  to  buy  a  shanty,  but  he  felt  certain 
that  he  could  more  than  double  his  money  when  they  got 
ready  to  leave  the  Gorge. 

The  transfer  was  soon  made  and  the  money  paid,  and 
+hen  our  friends  took  possession,  Wurzel  taking  up  his  quar¬ 
ters  at  the  shanty  djoarding-house  until  he  could  leave  with 
the  stage  when  it  went  out  two  days  later, 

“Well,  I  guess  this  is  not  so  bad,”  observed  our  hero,  as 
the  two  Chinamen  busied  themselves  cleaning  the  interior 
of  the  shanty  and  getting  it  into  shape.  “We’ll  stay  here  a 
while — for  three  or  four  days,  anyhow.  I  have  an  idea  in 
that  time  that  .something  will  turn  up  in  our  favor.  We 
will  be  lucky  enough,  probably,  to  strike  some  more  gold 
here,  and  if  we  do  we  will  soon  find  a  customer  to  buy  the 
shanty  and  claim.” 

“If  we  don’t  find  more  gold  here  it  will  he  something  un¬ 
usual,”  spoke  up  Arietta.  “Ev^ry  time  you  have  ever  bought 
a  claim  that  was  supposed  to  be  worked  out  you  have  alway.s 
been  lucky  enough  to  find  something  left  on  it  that  was  over¬ 
looked.” 

“That  is  so,  Et.  Well,  I’ll  leave  it  to  you  to  find  a  pocket 
on  the  l.-ind.  Ju.st  try  and  see  what  you  can  do  to-morrow.” 

“Oh,  I  don’t  nev'd  to  be  told.  I’ll  be  lookine  .-harp  for  it." 

It  was  near  sunset  by  the  time  Hop  and  Wing  bad  tilings 
'  in  .sha]>e.” 

Cheyenne  Charlie  had  rigged  up  a  sort  of  rack  from  fi'cshlv 
cut  saplings  to  bang  up  the  bnum  hes  of  In  .ar  meat. 

He  .saltfal  them  and  then  hung  them  up.  after  which  ho 
I  startixl  a  lire  under  them  to  smoke  them. 

I  The  process  not  only  nre.^erved  the  meat,  but  it  gave  it  a 
flavor  that  was  agreenbU'. 
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*'I  \ve  won’t  have  any  of  the  bear  for  supper.  The 

animal  boat  is  not  out  of  it  yet,”  Jim  Dart  explained  to  Leon 
Brown,  who  acted  as  though  he  thought  the  scout  was  cook¬ 
ing  the  meat  in  a  rather  queer  sort  of  a  way. 

“Oh.  1  see,”  he  answered.  “He  is  simply  smoking  it.  I 
thought  it  rather  strange  that  he  was  going  to  cook  the  whole 
lot  for  one  meal.” 

Charlie  laughed  when  he  heard  this  remark. 

“You’re  a  real  tenderfoot,  I  reckon,”  he  remarked.  “You’ll 
learn  a  whole  lot  if  yer  stay  in  ther  West  a  while,  young 
feller.” 

“Well,  I  intend  to  stay.  I  am  more  than  glad  I  met  you 
folks,  too.  I  expect  you  to  advise  me  as  to  the  best  way  to 
go  about  it  to  make  my  fortune.” 

The  5r<^ut  laughed  again. 

“Plenty  of  hard  work,  lots  of  savin’,  an’  a  little  good  luck 
thrown  in  will  make  any  one  rich,”  he  said. 

^  “Never  mind  what  he  is  telling  you,  Brown,”  spoke  up 
Young  Wild  West.  “He  don’t  mean  to  discourage  you  by 
talking  that  way.” 

“Oh,  I  am  not  going  to  get  discouraged  until  I  haven’t  a 
cent  left  to  buy  something  to  eat,”  was  the  reply.  “I  al¬ 
ways  was  a  pretty  gritty  sort  of  a  fellow  when  there  was 
work  around,  but  I  got  it  in  my  head  that  I  could  make  more 
money  hunting  for  gold  than  I  could  at  painting  houses. 
That  is  why  I  gave  up  the  painting  business  and  came  to  Ari¬ 
zona.” 

“Well,  you  stay  right  with  us,  and  in  the  morning  we  will 
try  and  pick  cut  a  claim  for  you,”  our  hero  told  him.  “I 
guess  you  will  manage  to  live.  If  you  don’t  strike  any  thing 
here  by  the  time  we  go  away  you  can  go  with  us,  and  I  will 
see  to  it  that  you  get  a  good  job  at  one  of  our  mines.  We 
are  going  to  make  a  general  inspection  of  the  mines  and 
ranches  we  own  throughout  the  West,  and  it  is  most  likely 
I  can  manage  to  place  you  somewhere.” 

“Thank  you,”  was  the  reply. 

Tt  was  getting  dark  by  the  time  they  had  finished  their 
supper. 

“Brown,”  said  Wild,  addressing  the  tenderfoot,  “I  guess 
you  and  I  will  take  a  walk  over  to  the  store  and  saloons  and 
see  if  the  three  rascals  who  tried  so  hard  to  rob  you  areti 
around.” 

“Very  well,”  was  the  reply.  “I  am  sure  I  will  not  feel 
afraid  of  them  while  I  am  with  you.”  ^ 

“Oh,  it  is  hardly  probable  that  they  would  attempt  to 
rob  you  again  if  you  were  alone.  They  are  strangers  here, 
and  until  they  get  acquainted  with  men  of  their  owm  class 
they  won’t  attempt  to  bother  any  one.  They  won’t  run  the 
risk  of  getting  shot,  for  somebody  would  be  sure  to  take 
your  part.” 

Charlie  and  Jim  would  no  doubt  have  been  glad  to  take 
a  walk  around  and  see  the  camp,  but  as  Wild  had  not  asked 
them,  they  said  nothing. 

Anyhow,  they  knew  that  it  vras  best  for  some  one  to  stay 
at  the  shanty  with  the  girls,  for  there  was  no  telling  but 
that  some  of  the  bad  element  of  the  mining  camp  might  take 
a  notion  to  come  out  there  and  insult  them. 

Wild  and  the  tenderfoot  started  leisurely  for  the  thickly 
settled  part  of  the  camp. 

Oil  lamps  were  now  burning  in  front  of  the  public  places, 
but  few  of  the  shanties  were  lighted  up,  showing  that  the 
miners  who  occupied  them  were  not  in  the  habit  of  staying 
at  home  evenings. 

“I  suppose  we  will  find  quite  a  crowd  over  there.  Brown,” 
said  our  hero.  “Did  you  see  to  it  that  your  shooter  was 
loaded  properly  and  in  shooting  order?” 

“My  shooter  is  in  fine  order,  Mr.  West,”  was  the  reply. 
“But  do  you  think  I  will  have  to  use  it  to-night?” 

“There  is  no  telling  what  may  happen  before  we  g*et  back 
to  the  shanty.  If  I  am  bothered  in  a  place  I  have  never 
been  before  I  always  make  it  a  point  to  show  the  bad  men 
that  I  have  a  way  of  taking  care  of  myself.  It  don’t  do  to 
let  them  think  you  are  afraid  of  them,  you  know.  If  a  fel¬ 
low  docs  that  he  may  as  well  light  out  for  some  other  place 
right  away,  for  they  will  surely  lead  him  a  hard  life  if  he 
don’t.” 

“Well,  I  hope  we  won’t  have  any  trouble.  But  if  I  thought 
we  were  going  to  have  I  would  go  with  you  just  the  .same, 
Mr.  West.” 

“FUre  here,  Brown,  don’t  ‘mi.ster’  me,  please.  I  am  a  few 
yenrn  younger  than  you,  and  I  have  taken  the  privilege  of 
ralijng  >ou  by  your  la^t  name  because  that  is  the  style  in 
this  part  of  the  country.  You  can  call  me  Wild,  as  all  my 


friends  do.  I  consider  you  my  friend,  so  you  may  as  well  do 
as  the  rest  do.” 

“Very  well,  AVild.  Brown  is  the  name  I  was  generally 
called  by  my  friends  at  home,  so  you  have  just  struck  it 
right.  I  will  answer  to  it  quicker  than  any  other  name.” 

It  was  less  than  a  quarter  of  a  mile  to  the  heart  of  the 
mining  camp,  so  they  wero  soon  there. 

The  three  drinking  and  gambling  places  were  doing  a  rush¬ 
ing  business,  and  there  were  quite  a  number  of  men  loitering 
in  front  of  them. 

The  population  of  Gold  Gorge  was  not  more  than  seventy 
people,  but  more  were  coming  every  day,  and  if  it  kept  up 
the  same  as  it  had  been  averaging  the  past  three  weeks  there 
would  be  at  least  three  hundred  there  in  two  more. 

Wild  Vv^as  not  looking  for  trouble,  but  he  chose  the  worst¬ 
looking  saloon  to  pay  the  first  call  at. 

His  practiced  eye  told  him  which  was  the  one  that  was 
the  general  headquarters  for  the  Avorst  element  of  the  camp, 
for  looks  are  not  deceiving  in  such  cases. 

As  they  started  to  enter  the  shanty  saloon  they  were 
forced  to  clamber  over  the  feet  of  two  or  three  men  who 
were  seated  on  boxes,  their  limbs  stretched  out  regardless  of 
whom  they  interfered  with. 

One  of  the  men  was  a  big  raw-boned  fellow,  who  was 
chewing  tobacco  and  spitting  right  and  left. 

AVhether  he  did  it  intentionally  or  not,  he  let  a  mouthful 
of  tobacco-juice  hit  Wild  on  the  foot  as  he  was  stepping  over 
his  feet. 

The  young  deadshot  stopped  and  looked  at  him  coolly. 

“What’s  ther  matter,  young  feller?”  the  man  said,  J^eering 
at  him. 

“Did  you  do  that  on  purpose?”  Wild  asked  in  an  easy 
tono  of  voice. 

“I  reckon  it  might  have  been  a  mistake,”  was  the  re’^ort. 

“Then  you  ought  to  apologize.” 

“What!”  cried  the  big  miner,  jumping  to  his  feet  with 
wonderful  quickness. 

“I  guess  you  heard  what  I  said.” 

The  man  was  standing  so  the  light  from  the  oil  lamp  f-^ll 
full  upon  his  tanned  face,  and  our  hero  could  see  that  he 
was  astonished. 

But  if  he  was  astonished  at  the  way  the  boy  spoke  he  was 
destined  to  be  astounded  before  he  got  through  v:ith  him. 


CHAPTER  V. 

GOOSEBERRY  IKE  DECIDES  TO  REFORM. 

“You  think  I  oughter  ’pologizc,  did  j’er  say?”  cried  thf 
miner,  leaning  his  face  over  so  it  was  within  a  foot  of  ou; 
hero’s. 

“Yes,  that  is  what  I  think.  If  you  spat  upon  my  foe 
accidentally  you  should  say  something  to  let  me  know  thal 
you  did  not  intend  it.  That  is  the  way  to  do  business.” 

“S’pose  I  was  to  tell  yer  that  I  spit  on  yer  on  purpose— 
what  then?” 

“Oh,  then  I  would  make  you  wipe  it  off.” 

“Yer  would  what?” 

“I  would  make  you  wipe  it  off — ^like  that!”  and  coming 
to  the  conclusion  that  he  might  as  well  have  it  over  with  as 
soon  as  possible,  AVikl  let  go  the  foot  that  had  been  sprinkled 
with  the  tobacco- juice  and  wiped  it  off  on  the  man,  and 
gave  the  miner  a  stiff  kick  at  the  same  time. 

The  man  v/as  almost  lifted  off  his  feet,  for  Wild  never 
did  such  things  by  halves. 

A  cry  of  amazement  went  up  from  the  hystard'^rs,  for  none  . 
of  them  expected  to  see  anything  like  that  happen,  not  even 
when  the  boy  spoke  in  such  a  cool  and  easy  way. 

And  Leon  Brown  was  almost  as  much  surprised  as  they 
were. 

The  tenderfoot  thought  there  was  surely  going  to  he  a 
shooting  match  now. 

He  got  his  hand -on  the  butt  of  his  revolver,  for  he  was 
pretty  gritty. 

“Whoop!  Wow!”  yelled  the  miner,  as  soon  as  ho  could 
find  the  use  of  his  voice. 

His  hand  slid  for  the  butt  of  a  revolver  that  hung  at  h’s 
side.  He  got  hold  of  the  weapon  and  had  it  nut  of  the  holster 
just  as  Wild  made  another  lightning-like  kick. 

The  revolver  went  flying  through  tlie  air  and  hit  the  side 
of  the  shanty  saloon  with  a  thud. 

“I  guess  you  don’t  want  to  do  any  shooting,  my  friwd/* 
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rumo  from  the  lips  of  the  boy  in  a  tone  of  voice  that  was 
nothing  if  not  cool  and  easy.  “If  you  do  want  to  you  can’t, 
for  1  am  not  going  to  let  you.’’ 

A  sound  like  that  of  the  bellow  of  a  maddened  bull  came 
from  the  burly  miner,  and  he  leaped  forward  to  grab  the 

Spat  I 

Wild’s  fist  shot  out  straight  from  the  shoulder,  and  down 
went  the  man  in  a  heap. 

It  did  not  seem  possible  that  one  so  young  could  strike 
such  a  heaY’y'  blow,  but  he  certainly  did  fell  the  miner  as  flat 
as  though  he  had  hit  him  with  an  axe. 

But  Young  Wild  West  was  strong  and  powerful,  and  he 
always  v/as  in  training,  too. 

His  harding-hitting,  coolness  and  quickness  had  pulled  him 
out  of  many  similar  scrapes,  and  he  was  not  the  least  bit 
worried  as  to  how  the  contest  would  end. 

“You  are  nothing  more  than  a  big  bluffer!’’  exclaimed  the 
dashing  young  deadshot.  “I  am  going  to  make  you  say 
you  are  sorry  you  spat  on  my  foot  if  I  have  to  thrash  you 
within  an  inch  of  your  life  to  make  you  do  it.  Now,  if  you 
want  to  fight  before  you  do  it  get  up  and  take  your  medi¬ 
cine!” 

The  men  gathered  about  were,  for  the  most  part,  villainous- 
looking,  but  none  of  them  offered  to  interfere. 

Brown  scanned  them  closely,  and  \vhen  he  saw  that  the 
three  villains  who  had  tried  to  rob  him  were  among  them  he 
feared  that  Wild  wmuld  get  killed. 

Dick  Johnson  and  his  two  men  stood  near  the  open  door 
of  the  saloon,  as  they  had  come  out  on  hearing  the  disturb¬ 
ance. 

But  they  did  not  offer  to  take  a  hand  in  the  fight. 

The  miner  got  up  in  a  dazed  sort  of  a  way. 

“What  did  he  hit  me  with,  boys?”  he  a.sked  in  a  faltering 
voice,  as  he  looked  around  at  the  crowd. 

“With  his  fist,”  somebody  answered. 

“All  right,  then.  I’ve  got  enough!  I  wasn’t  brought  up 
among  hogs,  an’  I  know  when  I’ve  got  enough,  an’  don’t  yer 
furgit  it!” 

“So  you  think  you  have  got  enough,  then?”  Wild  asked, 
as  he  stood  before  the  man,  his  arms  folded  cross  his  breast. 

“Yes,  young  feller.  If  you  knocked  me  down  with  your 
fist  I’ve  sartinly  got  enough.  If  it  was  a  crowbar  that  yer 
done  it  with  I’d  be  lookin’  fur  satisfaction.” 

“V'ell,  I  guess  it  wasn’t  such  a  very  hard  thing  to  do,”  the 
boy  said,  with  a  smile.  “I  have  knocked  down  bigger  men 
than  you  are.  All  that’s  necessary  to  do  it  is  to  catch  a  fel¬ 
low  when  he’s  rushing  for  you,  and  let  your  weight  go  with 
the  blow.  He’s  bound  to  drop  every  time.” 

“I  reckon  so.  Well,  young  feller,  I’m  sorry  that  I  spit  on 
your  foot,  an’  if  there’s  any  galoot  around  here  what  thinks 
I’m  a  coward  fur  sayin’  so,  I’m  ready  ter  lick  him!” 

It  was  evident  that  the  miner  was  quite  well  respected  by 
his  associates,  for  no  one  said  a  word. 

“I  guess  you  are  not  so  bad  as  you  made  out  you  were,” 
remarked  our  hero,  as  he  led  the  way  into  the  saloon.  “Come 
and  have  a  cigar  with  me.” 

“T’H  do  th.at,  young  feller.  But  what  kin  I  call  yer?” 

“Young  Wild  West  is  my  name.” 

“Good  enough!  My  handle  is  Gooseberry  Ike,  an’  I’m 
s’posed  ter  be  thcr  Top-Notcher  of  Gold  Gorge.  But  it’s  all 
right,  Young  Wild  West.  You  knocked  me  down  with  a  shot 
from  your  fist,  an’  I’ll  take  off  my  hat  ter  any  one  as  kin 
do  that  every  time.” 

L-'on  Brown  went  in  with  Wild  and  the  miner. 

He  took  notice  of  the  fact  that  his  three  enemies  had  pre¬ 
ceded  them,  and  he  nudged  our  hero  and  whispered  for  him 
to  look  out  for  them. 

“That’s  all  right.”  Wild  returned.  “I  am  watching  them 
all  the  time.  You  keep  your  eyes  on  them,  though  try  and 
not  let  them  know  that  you  are  paying  any  more  than  or¬ 
dinary  ationtion  to  them.” 

Johnson  and  his  pals  were  now  with  the  four  men  they  had 
fallen  in  with  that  afternoon. 


Ike  had  received  at  the  hands  of  the  boy  he  was  more  than 
pleasant  to  him. 

“Sartin,”  he  replied,  as  he  took  pain.s  to  pry  open  the  lid 
of  a  fresh  box  of  cigars.  “Ther  best  ain’t  none  too  good 
fur  Young  Wild  West.”  , 

“I  reckon  yer  said  that  right,  if  yer  never  said  anything 
else,  Baxter,”  observed  Gooseberry  Ike,  as  he  took  one  of  the 
cigars.  “This  are  ther  first  time  I  ever  took  a  cigar  when 
I  was  treated  in  this  place.  I  always  calls  fur  tanglefoot, 
an’  when  I  smokes  I  use  a  pipe.  But  this  here  is  a  special 
occasion.  Here’s  luck  ter  yer.  Young  Wild  West!” 

Wild  nodded,  and  when  the  miner  had  lighted  his  cigar 
he  puffed  away  just  as  though  nothing  had  happened. 

“Now,”  said  he,  “I  reckon  we’ll  have  a  little  didnk,  boys. 
What’ll  yer  have.  Young  Wild  West?” 

“I’ll  have  a  temperance  drink,  I  guess.  You  see,  I  have 
never  formed  the  habit  of  drinking  whisky.  I  don’t  think 
it  w'ould  do  me  any  good,  so  I  won’t  bother  to  try  it.” 

“Ain’t  got  nothin’  but  whisky  an’  gin  an’  w’ater  in  ther 
shebang,”  Baldy  declared,  looking  surprised  at  hearing  that 
there  was  one  person  in  the  place  who  did  not  drink  liquor. 

“Well,  I’ll  have  a  cigar,  and  I’ll  smoke  it  some  other  time. 


“Good  enough!”  said  Gooseberry  Ike.  _  “Ther  tenderfoot 
is  goin’  ter  jine  me  in  swallerin’  a  little  juice,  I  see.  Well, 
here’s  luck!” 

He  and  Brown  drank,  and  then  the  latter  insisted  on 
treating. 

At  this  juncture  Baldy  Jones,  the  leader  of  the  four  ras¬ 
cals  who  had  associated  themselves  with  Johnson  and  his 
pals,  stepped  up. 

He  was  looking  for  trouble. 

“Say,  you  measly  tenderfoot!”  he  exclaimed,  laying  his 
hand  on  Brown’s  shoulder,  “don’t  yer  know  what  ther  cus¬ 
tom  is  in  these  here  diggin’s?”  ‘ 

“No;  w^hat  is  the  custom?”  the  young  man  queried,  sur¬ 
prised,  but  not  much  afraid. 

“When  a  tenderfoot  treats  he  always  asks  everybody  what’s 


in  ther  room.” 

BrowTi  acted  as  though  he  was  going  to  humor  him  and 
ask  them  all,  but  Wild  interfered. 

“My  friend,”  said  he,  “don’t  you  know  that  a  fellow  hasn’t 
always  the  price  to  pay  for  a  round  of  drinks?  I  hardly 
think  that  this  young  man  has  any  more  money  than  ho 
needs  to  fit  himself  out  for  mining.  I  gmess  you  had  better 
forget  about  the  custom,  and  go  and  sit  down  with  the  grang 
you  were  talking  to.” 

Baldy  Jones  had  expressed  himself  to  his  companions  as 
being  eager  to  get  a  chance  at  Young  Wild  West. 

He  now  had  the  chance. 

An  angry  gleam  came  in  the  eyes  of  Baldy  Jones. 

“I  reckon  you’re  about  ther  sassiest  young  galoot  I  ever 
come  across,”  he  said.  “Now  you  jest  take  my  advice  an’ 
git  out  of  my  way,  or  I’ll  chuck  you  out  of  ther  place.” 

“You  can’t  throw  me  out  of  this  place,  nor  no  other  man 
that  is  now  in  it!”  was  the  calm  retort.  “I  never  have  been 
thrown  out  of  a  place  yet,  and  I  don’t  mean  to  now.  Y’ou 
go  and  sit  down  to  that  table  over  there!” 

Then  the  villain  made  a  grab  to  catch  Wild  by  the  shoul¬ 


ders. 


Biff! 

He  received  a  blow  on  the  chest  that  sent  him  staggering 
back  to  the  very  chair  he  had  got  up  from. 

Flop! 

He  sat  down  in  it  just  as  if  he  had  tried  to. 

This  was  the  signal  for  a  general  hot  time,  but  it  was 
nipped  in  the  bud. 

The  villain  called  Smart  Ned  managed  to  get  out  his 
shooter,  but  it  never  did  him  any  good,  for  Young  Wild 
West,  with  his  usual  quickness,  first  fired. 

As  the  scoundrel  rolled  over  and  fe’l  to  the  floor  the  dash¬ 
ing  young  deadshot  flashed  a  glance  around  the  room  and 
exclaimed: 


They  sat  at  a  table  near  the  further  end  of  the  bar,  and  as 
our  hero  stepjied  up  with  the  man  he  had  tamed  so  thor¬ 
oughly  they  were  eyed  keenly  by  the  villains  Johnson  had 
got  to  take  f.ides  with  him. 

Wild  cant  a  glance  at  them  which  told  them  all  quite  plainly 
that  ho  was  ready  for  them. 

“I/  t  u-  have  the  best  cigar  you’ve  got  in  the  house.”  Wild 
paid  to  the  proprietor. 

That  indi’‘idiJal  h.ul  hern  told  who  he  was  by  the  villain¬ 
ous  gang,  and  03  h'’  had  witne.^sod  the  walloping  Goo.seberry 


“That  gang  at  that  table  are  no  fi^dl  Three  of  them 
!  tried  to  rob  the  young  man  I  have  with  me  last  night,  and 
I  because  I  stopped  them  they  want  to  wing  me  with  a  bullet. 
The  galoot  that  just  fell  isn’t  hurt  much.  I  only  graacvl 
his  shoulder,  but  he  fell  as  though  he  got  the  bullet  through 
his  heart.” 

Nearly  everybody  present  thought  the  man  Imd  been  shot 
(dead,  and  whon  they  heard  what  the  boy  said  fhoy  rn^vded 
around  him  to  sec  if  it  wa.s  true  that  his  shoulder  was  iv.ir 
grazed. 
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Ckxvscberry  Ik '  hold  of  the  collar  of  his  shirt  and 

liftevl  him  to  his  chair. 

A  little  svrcuiii  ^miison  was  running  down  the  sleeve  of 
Smart  Xed. 

“Boys,  it  is  jest  as  Young  Wild  West  said!”  exclaimed  the 
miner.  “I  reckon  he  knowed  jest  where  his  bullet  was  goin’ 
ter  go.” 

“1  always  know  that,”  said  Wild,  smiling  at  the  surprised 
nunei*s.  “I  never  pull  a  trigger  until  I  have  what  I  want  to 
hit  covered.” 

“1  reckon  ther  galoot  fell  'cause  he  w’as  afraid  you’d  fire 
ag’in  if  he  didn’t,”  Gooseberry  Ike  ventured. 

Then,  looking  at  Baldy  Jones,  he  added: 

“You  an’  me  has  been  putty  good  friends  since  we  met 
here  in  ther  Gorge,  but  I  want  ter  tell  yer  now  that  it  ain’t 
goin’  ter  be  that  way  no  longer.  You’re  no  good,  an’  neither 
is  your  pards!  Yer  kin  call  yersolves  my  enemies  now,  if 
yer  want  ter,  but  look  out  how  yer  act  when  you’re  around 
me!  I  wasn’t  what  might  be  called  exactly  straight  myself, 
but  I’m  goin’  ter  be  now’!” 

“Hooray  fur  Gooseberry  Ike!”  yelled  a  miner  near  the 
door. 

Leon  Brown  joined  in  giving  the  cheer,  but  he  was  the 
only  one. 

That  showed  that  every  other  man  in  the  crowd  sympa¬ 
thized  w’ith  Baldy  Jones  and  his  companions. 

“It  looks  to  m.e  as  though  there  are  nothing  but  crooks 
here,”  said  Wild  in  his  easy  way.  “How  many  are  there 
here,  Brow’n?  Just  count  them  up,  w’ill  you?” 

At  this  the  miner  who  had  proposed  the  cheer  suddenly 
left. 

Either  he  did  not  want  to  be  counted  as  a  crook,  or  he 
was  afraid  he  might  get  shot  for  going  against  Baldy  and 
the  rest. 

“There’s  thirteen  of  them,”  the  tenderfoot  answered,  when 
ha  had  counted  them, 

“Does  that  include  the  man  behind  the  bar?” 

'  “Yes.” 

“Well,  they  call  thirteen  an  unlucky  number.  That  means 
that  one  of  them  at  least  will  die  with  his  boots  on  before 
to-morrow  morning.  Which  is  it  to  be?” 

Wild  look  around  coolly,  as  though  he  was  trying  to  pick 
out  some  one  to  shoot. 

There  w’as  a  deathly  silence  for  the  space  of  a  minute,  and 
then  Dick  Johnson  answered: 

“I  ain’t  got  nothin’  ag’in  you,  Young  Wild  West.  You 
might  think  I  have,  but  I  ain’t.” 

Just  then  Hop  Wah,  the  Chinaman,  walked  in,  smoking  a 
big  black-looking  cigar. 

His  appearance  gave  the  rascals  in  the  saloon  a  good  chance 
to  “crawl,”  as  Westerners  speak  it  when  a  fellow  backs  down, 
and  they  all  turned  and  looked  at  the  innocent-looking  China- 
man. 

Hop  did  not  say  a  word,  but  taking  a  small  package  from 
beneath  his  flowing  gow’n,  he  applied  a  thin  fuse  that  was 
attached  to  it  to  the  end  of  his  cigar,  and  then  calmly  dropped 
It  on  the  floor. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THREE  VILLAINS  LESS. 

“What’s  ther  matter  with  ther  foolish  heathen?”  cried 
Gooseberry  Ike,  bursting  into  a  laugh  as  Hop  dropped  the 
package  on  the  floor. 

No  one  had  time  to  answer  just  then,  for  there  was  a 
ppfT  of  smoke,  followed  instantly  by  a  burst  of  flame,  and 
then  a  hundred  or  more  fiery  serpents  shot  around  the  room 
in  every  direction! 

“Hip-hi!”  yelled  Hop,  as  he  ran  for  the  door.  “Allee  samee 
gnakee  after  um  baddee  mans!” 

The  greatest  of  excitement  prevailed. 

The  miners  fell  over  each  other  in  a  mad  rush  to  get  out 

of  the  saloon.  ,  .  , 

Jjtfon  Brown  startefl  to  run,  but  he  was  caught  by  the  arm 
by  Young  Wild  West. 

“It  is  all  right,”  our  hero  whispered  in  his  ear.  Hop 
{k  Kimply  playing  one  of  his  tricks.  He  probably  thought  it 
waa  getting  too  warm  for  us  here,  and  meant  to  give  us  a 
chance  to  get  out.  Come  onl  we  will  simply  walk  out  by  the 
back  way.^' 

hro'un  uV^rf'l  a  sigh  of  relief  and  led  the  way  out. 

He  had  seen  f.rc’Aorks  before,  and  lota  of  them,  but  he 
nm'/tr  a  display  ^  unexpectedly. 


When  they  got  out  they  saw  men  coming  through  the  win¬ 
dows  in  a  struggling  mass. 

Yells  and  curses  rang  out  on  every  hand. 

But  before  the  last  man  got  out  the  fiery  snakes  dwindled 
down  to  here  and  there  a  tiny  stream  of  smoke. 

As  our  hero  went  around  and  looked  into  the  front  door 
he  beheld  Hop  standin‘g  at  the  bar,  rapping  upon  it  with  a 
silver  dollar. 

“Me  wantee  buy  um  dlink!”  the  Celestial  called  out.  “Hully 
up!” 

The  proprietor  heard  the  call,  and  then  he  came  close  to 
the  door  and  saw  him. 

“Why  don’t  you  go  in  and  serve  him?”  Wild  asked  coolly. 

“Thunder!”  gasped  tho  man. 

“What  made  it  happen,  anyhow?”  asked  Gooseberry  Ike, 
stepping  up  rather  gingerly. 

“The  heathen  is  not  such  a  fool  as  you  fellows  had  aii  idea 
he  was,  I  guess,”  Wild  replied.  “He  didn’t  seem  to  get 
frightened  at  the  snakes,  for  there  he  stands,  waiting  to  buy 
some  tanglefoot.  Gracious!  I  never  saw  a  house  cleaned 
out  so  quickly  in  all  my  life!” 

“An’  that  heathen  galoot  done  that  jest  fur  ther  fun  of  it, 
hey?”  demanded  the  proprietor,  who  was  listening  to  what 
was  said. 

“I  don’t  know  whether  he  did  it  for  fun  or  for  fair,”  an¬ 
swered  Wild.  “He  has  a  way  of  doing  funny  things  some¬ 
times.  He  is  a  sort  of  a  fellow  who  can  do  anything  he  likes ; 
he  is  a  magician.” 

“He  is,  hey?  Well,  I’ll  jest  yank  him  by  ther  pig-tail  an’ 
wipe  ther  floor  up  with  him,  that’s  what  I  will!” 

In  rushed  the  irate  proprietor. 

He  got  to  within  six  feet  of  his  intended  victim  when  Hop 
suddenly  thrust  out  his  hand,  and  a  snake  about  two  feet 
long  leaped  out  of  his  sleeve,  and  began  to  wave  before  the 
man. 

“Ouch!”  yelled  the  saloonkeeper  and  out  of  the  place  he 
ran. 

Then  the  snake  disappeared  up  the  Chinaman’s  sleeve  as 
quickly  as  it  came  out. 

BroAvn  laughed  heartily. 

“That  Chinaman  is  certainly  great!”  he  exclaimed. 

“Como  on  in,”  said  Wild. 

They  went  inside,  and  then  Gooseberry  Ike  followed  thejn. 

Pretty  soon  the  rest  began  to  come  in.  , 

Then  the  proprietor  threw  aside  his  fears  and  came  in  to 
attend  to  business. 

Hop  smiled  at  him  blandly. 

“Velly  nicee  nightee,”  he  observed. 

“I  reckon  you’re  a  w’onderful  feller,”  answered  the  saloon 
man.  “Where  is  that  snake?” 

“Me  no  undelstand,”  and  Hop  looked  surprised. 

“I  seen  a  snake  jump  out  of  your  sleeve.” 

“Me  see  no  snakee.” 

“Didn’t  you  see  the  snake?”  and  the  excited  man  turned 
to  Young  Wild  West. 

“If  you  don’t  worry  over  what  you  say  it  might  be  all 
the  better  for  you.  The  first  thing  you  know  you  will  be 
seeing  elephants  and  monkeys  jumping  out  of  his  sleeve. 
Get  behind  the  counter  and  attend  to  your  business.” 

The  proprietor  said  no  more.  , 

He  dealt  out  what  was  called  for,  serving  Hop  first  of  all, 
but  he  acted  as  though  he  had  a  great  worriment  on  his 
mind. 

It  was  fully  half  an  hour  before  the  miners  got  back  to 
their  old-time  form. 

Dick  Johnson,  Baldy  Jones,  and  the  rest  of  the  villainous 
gang  had  not  come  back  in  the  saloon. 

They  had  decided  that  it  was  altogether  too  warm  for 
them  there. 

Just  what  the  Chinaman  had  done  to  make  the  fiery  snakes 
appear  they  did  not  know. 

But  they  were  not  a  little  frightened,  and  werg  about  the 
first  among  the  crowd  to  get  out. 

“I  reckon  we’d  better  go  over  to  my  shanty,”  said  Baldy, 
as  they  stood  looking  at  the  crov.’d  hanging  around  the  door 
of  the  saloon.  “We  kin  send  an’  git  some  whisky,  an’  then 
we  kin  set  down  an’  talk  things  over.  Does  your  shoulder 
hurt  much,  Ned?” 

“Only  a  little,”  was  the  reply  from  the  man  who  had  been 
grazed  with  a  bullet.  “It's  only  a  scratch,  1  reckon.” 

“I  thought  it  was  a  blame  sight  worse  nor  a  scratch  when 
I  seen  yer  tumble  from  ther  chair,”  spoke  up  John;, on.  “That 
Young  Wild  West  kin  hit  jest  about  whert  he  wants  ter, 
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aa’  lhat  makes  it  all  ther  more  necessary  fur  us  ter  git 
him  out  of  ther  way  as  quick  as  we  kin.” 

They  were  walking  to  the  shanty  of  Baldy  now,  and  as  it 
wu.s  not  very  far  from  the  saloon  they  had  just  left  in  such 
a  hurried  manner,  they  soon  got  there. 

It  was  quite  close  to  another  drinking  place,  too,  so  Baldy 
gave  one  of  his  men  some  money  and  a  jug,  and  told  him 
to  go  and  get  it  filled. 

The  villains  talked  over  minor  things  until  the  man  got 
back  with  the  jug. 

I'hen,  when  they  all  had  a  taste  of  its  contents,  the  sub¬ 
ject  that  was  uppermost  in  their  minds  came  up. 

“Well,”  said  Baldy,  “I  reckon  that  Young  Wild  West  means 
ter  stop  in  Gold  Gorge  a  while,  providin’  we  let  him.  He’s 
bought  a  shanty  an’  claim  from  Wurzel,  ther  galoot  what 
was  smart  enough  ter  get  out  his  pile  ter  Phcsnix,  an’  that 
mc':,ns  that  ther  boy  an’  his  gang  means  ter  stay  here  a 
while.  I  reckon  they  won’t  make  much  out  of  ther  claim 
they  got  of  Wurzel,  though,  fur  there  ain’t  no  more  pay  dirt 
left  on  it  than  yer  could  put  in  your  eye.” 

“It  ain’t  likely  they  give  much  fur  it,”  ventured  one  of 
his  men.  “I  heard  him  say  he  w’ould  sell  ther  whole  thing 
fur  what  ther  shanty  alone  cost  him.  I  did  think  that  he 
would  find  no  one  ter  buy  it,  an’  then  I  niight  have  a  chance 
ter  git.  I  was  goin’  ter  jump  ther  claim  ther  minute  ther 
stagecoach  started  with  Wurzel  in  it.” 

“An’  there  was  more’n  a  dozen  more  thinkin’  of  doin’  ther 
same  thing,  I  reckon,”  answered  Baldy,  as  he  filled  his  pipe. 
“As  I  jest  said,  ther  claim  ain’t  worth  nothin’,  but  ther 
shanty  is.  It  is  a  putty  good-sized  shanly,  too,  an’  I  reckon 
if  it  got  afire  to-night  it  would  light  up  ther  Gorge  a  blanied 
sigiit  more’n  that  heathen  Chinee  lit  up  ther  barroom  a  little 
vhila  ago.” 

Dick  .Johnson  gave  a  nod  of  satisfaction  and  exclaimed: 

“By  Jove,  partner,  you’ve  got  that  right!  That  shanty  has 
got  ter  burn  this  very  night.  That  will  be  one  way  of  gittin’ 
satisfaction  on  Young  Wild  West,  won’t  it,  boys?” 

“Yer  kin  bet  it  will!”  said  Smart  Ned  and  Hocus  in  the 
same  breath, 

Baldy’s  men  only  grinned. 

Anything  in  the  line  of  villainy  suited  them. 

They  had  no  particular  grudge  against  Young  Wild  West, 
but  that  made  no  difference;  they  liked  to  do  things  that 
A'ould  Vvorry  those  who  did  not  think  as  they  did. 

“It  wouldn’t  bo  hardly  right  ter  burn  up  them  gals, 
though,”  said  Johnson,  after  he  had  thought  for  a  minute 
Dr  twm,” 

“I  reckon  they’d  all  git  out  if  ther  .shanty  was  set  on  fire,” 
Baldy  answered.  “There’s  winders  an’  a  door  in  it,  an’  it 
ain’t  likely  they’d  lay  there  an’  be  burned  up.” 

“If  Young  Wild  West  an’  his  pards  was  ter  burn  up  it 
would  be  a  mighty  good  thing,”  spoke  up  Smart  Ned. 

‘  It  ain’t  likely  that  would  happen,  I  reckon  yer  ain’t 
catchin’  that  young  galoot  a-nappin’  much,”  Baldy  put  in. 

“No  sich  good  luck,”  added  Johnson. 

“He  sartinly  made  me  understand  somethin’  I  didn’t  know 
afore,”  went  on  Baldy,  shi'ugging  his  shoulders. 

“What’s  that?”  asked  Johnson. 

“He  made  me  understand  that  I  wasn’t  as  much  as  I 
thought  I  was.  I  always  did  think  that  I  was  as  much  as  I 
thought  I  was,  yer  know.” 

‘'What  kind  of  a  speech  is  that,  anyhow?”  queried  one  of 
his  followers,  with  a  grin. 

“W'ell,  I  I'cckon  you  all  know'  what  I  mean.  Young  Wild 
W’est  is  oidy  a  boy,  but  he’s  sartinly  a  scorcher  when  it  comes 
ter  fightin’!  W'hy,  he  knocked  Gooseberry  Ike  down  as 
though  he  was  nothin’  more'n  a  little  child,  an’  he’s  s’posed 
ter  be  ther  best  an’  strongest  man  in  ther  Gorge!” 

“An’  whet  makes  it  stiange  is  that,  instead  of  wantin’  ter 
have  ther  life  of  ^’oung  W’ild  W’est  fur  what  he  done  ter 
him,  he’s  turned  plumb  over  an’  gone  on  his  side!”  exclainud 
Johnson.  “That's  ther  fuTir.iest  way  of  doin’  business  I  e.cr 
seen.’* 

“W'ell,  1  reckon  that  Gooseberry  Ike  will  have  ter  take  his 
medicine,  th'ii,  tliat’-^^  all.”  thrl.ircd  Baldy,  “He  ain’t  no 
good,  anyhow.  1  in  ver  did  like  him,  ’cause  1  knowed  he 
could  whip  jne,  an’  that  he  was  t|uicker  with  a  gun  than  1 
am.” 

The  sevr?)  vill.iin:',  who  l.r.d  banded  themselve.s  togeiher 
for  the  pu  pose  of  j)‘jt!ing  Young  Wild  West  and  his  p.art- 
ners  out  of  ti  l  w-  and  then  making  pris  uiers  of  ti'c  girls, 
tailed  for  fi- .  )•  an  'lour  on  t'o,  ^  . 

reuclmd  the  e  is  i’  '  i'  i  ' v  oi.l  1  the  .shan’y  a  .  , 


at  midnight,  and  then  stand  ready  to  shoot  our  friep.-J*  when 
they  came  out  to  escape  the  flames. 

There  was  no  such  thing  as  law  in  Gold  Goige,  for  vai 
even  a  judge  had  been  selected  from  tin.  men  who  were 
there. 

The  villains  talked  and  drank  until  midnight,  and  then 
they  set  out  to  commit  the  dastardly  deed. 

Baldy  Jones  got  out  a  can  of  coal-oil  and  remark rd,  a.s 
they  were  ready  to  start: 

“I  reckon  this  will  help  things  along.  All’s  we’ve  got  ter 
do  is  ter  pick  up  some  dry  weeds  an’  grai  s  on  ther  way. 
Then  we  kin  put  it  under  ther  shanty  an’  pour  ther  oil  on 
it.  A  match  will  do  ther  rest.” 

The  rest  nodded  and  grinned  in  anticipation  of  what  was 
to  come. 

The  blazing  oil  lamps  in  front  of  the  drinking  and  gam¬ 
bling  resorts  lighted  up  the  scene  with  a  sort  of  glare,  but 
as  the  seven  villains  w'alked  away  to  burn  the  shanty  and 
kill  the  males  who  occupied  it  if  they  could,  they  gradually 
got  lost  in  the  darkness. 

They  moved  around  until  they  reached  the  left  side  of  the 
gorge,  and  then  made  their  w'ay  along  noiselessly  for  the  lone 
shanty. 

They  could  see  it  looming  up  before  them,  and  they  began 
to  breathe  hard. 

Not  one  of  the  villains  there  but  feared  that  it  might  not 
turn  out  all  right,  and  that  something  would  happen  to  them. 

Yet  they  tried  to  make  themselves  believe  that  it  w'ould  be 
easy  to  carry  out  their  foul  purpose. 

There  was  no  light  in  the  shanty,  and  this  was  enough  to 
convince  them  that  the  occupants  were  asleep. 

They  did  not  know  that  Young  Wild  West  always  made 
it  a  point  to  keep  a  watch  when  he  knew  he  had  enemies 
around,  whether  he  was  occupying  a  house  or  mei’ely  camping 
in  a  wild  spot. 

They  were  to  learn  this,  though,  in  a*very  few  m.inutes. 

The  villains  spoke  in  low  whisper.s  now,  and  the  conver- 
sation  wa^  entirely  upon  what  they  hoped  to  do. 

“Do  yer  think  we’ll  git  ther  blame  of  this?”  Johnson  asked 
Baldy. 

“S’pose  we  do?”  was  the  laconic  retort.  “What'll  i^  amount 
ter?  I  reckon  I’ve  got  more  friends  in  ther  camp  th.an  Goose¬ 
berry  Ike  has.  It  will  be  all  right  if  we  manage  ler  wipe 
out  Young  Wild  West  an’  hi.s  partnere.  ThoiC  won’t  be 
nothin’  said  about  it,  an’  I’ll  bet  on  that!” 

So  they  crept  around  to  the  rear  of  the  shanty,  Jfihnson 
feeling  much  easier. 

“Lemme  light  ther  grass  an’  ile,”  whispered  Smart  Ned. 
“It’ll  do  me  a  whole  lot  of  good  ter  do  it,  ’cause  I'll  feel  that 
I’m  sartijily  gittin’  squai'e  then.” 

“All  right,”  answered  Baldy.  “You  kin  do  ther  light  In’, 
an’  Ben  and  Mack  will  carry  ther  stuff  there  ter  mr.ke  ther 
i)laze.  The  rest  of  us  will  git  around  an’  1;4V  fur  ’em  when 
they  rush  out  of  ther  door.  We  want  ter  do  this  up  quick, 
yer  know.” 

It  v/as  soon  arranged,  and  the  three  villains  selected  to 
place  the  combustibles  under  the  shanty  and  apply  the  match 
crept  -  up  to  the  shanty. 

The  remaining  four  hurried  around  so  they  would  have  a 
chance  to  shoot  at  our  friends  from  the  behind  tbo  roi.ks  whtr. 
they  came  out. 

The  man  called  Ben  and  Mack  pushed  the  lo:»v  s  and  dry 
gra.ss  under  and  poured  the  oil  upon  it. 

Then  Smart  Ned  struck  a  natch  to  light  it. 

But  at  that  moment  three  reports  sounded  in  qir  V  -ne- 
cession,  and  the  three  scoundrels  rolled  over,  oai  l.  pica  ■  d  by 
an  \jnerring  bullet! 

John.son.  Baldy,  Hocus  and  the  other  man  no  sooner  beard 
the  shots  than  they  turned  and  ran  for  their  lives. 

They  knew  what  had  happened  without  being  told. 

They  did  not  stop  running  until  they  reach  '.Uthe  .-^banty, 
of  Baldy,  and  then  they  got  inside  and  quickly  barred  il.’o' 
door. 

They  had  not  been  there  more  than  five  minutes  when  there 
came  a  knock  on  the  door. 


DllAl’TEK  VII. 

THE  riXDT  THAT  FMITD. 

Young  Wild  West  and  Leon  Brown  h..ek  to  ihi 

shanty  pretty  well  .‘satisfied  with  tlnn  so-;  to  ;b., 

The  tenderfoot  was  a  little  bit  excited  o\i  r  v  r  -  k.  ,i 
mn-a,  bui  he  .leclarcd  that  he  ha.l  Uea  ih.  e-  i,. 
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\\  hen  the  two  reached  the  shanty  they  found  Hop  there 
ahead  of  them. 

He  was  ideated  in  a  comer  conversing  with  his  brother, 
just  as  though  nothing  had  happened. 

“Hello.  Hop!"  said  Wild,  walking  up  to  him  and  taking 
hold  of  his  queue.  “What  made  you  give  the  display  of  fire¬ 
works  in  the  saloon?" 

“Me  outsidoe,  me  listen,  and  me  t’inkee  you  havee  putty 
muchtH'  I'lghtee;  me  t’inkee  better  clean  um  place  oute,”  was 
the  reply. 

“Oh!  Well,  I  gu§ss  you  did  clean  it  out  pretty  quick.  .You 
about  scared  the  man  w'ho  runs  the  place  out  of  his  wits. 
Hid  he  tell  you  about  it?"  and  Wild  turned  to  his  partners 
and  the  girls. 

“Xo,"  was  the  quick  reply. 

hat  happened,  Wild?”  asked  Arietta,  for  she  could 
tell  by  the  manner  of  her  lover  that  something  out  of  the 
ordinary  ^lad  occurred. 

“Well,  we  had  quite  a  little  excitement,  didn’t  w'e,  Brown?” 

“I  never  experienced  anything  like  it  before,”  was  the  ten¬ 
derfoot’s  reply. 

Then  W’ild  related  all  that  had  occurred. 

“So  you  made  a  good  man  oat  of  a  bad  one,  eh?”  remarked 
the  scout’s  wife.  “W'^ell,  you  are  always  doing  good,  it 
seems.” 

“I’d  jest  liked  ter  have  been  there!”  exclaimed  Cheyenne 
Charlie,  with  a  chuckle.  “That  heathen  kin  do  more  funny 
things  ter  ther  square  inch  than  any  galoot  alive,  I  reckon." 

‘‘Gooseberry  Ike  is  going  to  make  us  a  call  in  the  morning, ” 
said  our  hero,  after  a  pause.  “He  is  a  pretty  good  sort  of 
a  fellow,  and  now  that  he  has  decided  to  quit  the  bad  com¬ 
pany  he  has  been  traveling  with,  I  have  no  doubt  but  that  he 
will  come  around  all  right.” 

“He  surely  means  to  be  straight — I  am  certain  of  that,” 
spoke  up  Brovm.  “I  could  tell  by  the  way  he  acted.  He  has 
made  enemies  of  those  fellows  w‘ho  were  at  the  table  with 
.JtiLp  three  rascals  -we  had  the  trouble  with  last  night,  though. 
They  will  all  be  down  on  him  because  he  declared  that  he 
was  going  to  be  your  friend.  My!  but  didn’t  you  hit  him  hard 
when  you  knocked  him  down!  If  I  could  knock  a  man  do^vn 
as  easy  as  you  did  him  I  would  not  be  afraid  of  the  best 
fighter  living.” 

“Well,  I  reckon  Wild  ain’t  afraid  of  ther  best  fighter 
livin’,”  Charlie  hastened  to  put  in. 

“Oh,  I  know  that.” 

Our  friends  were  pretty  well  tired  out  from  their  tedious 
journey  over  the  sandy  waste  and  the  crooked  mountain  trail, 
so  they  decided  to  retire  early. 

There  were  two  room.s  in  the  shanty,  and  one  of  them 
was  allotted  to  the  girls. 

The  male  members  of  the  party  were  used  to  turning  in 
an>  where,  so  they  lost  no  time  in  fixing  places  to  sleep. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  was  selected  by  Wild  to  stand  watch  un¬ 
til  midnight. 

Then  Jim  would  take  a  turn  for  three  hours,  and  after  that 
Wild  would  go  on  duty  himself  until  morning. 

Charlie  heard  not  a  sound  that  would  arouse  his  suspicions 
until  it  was  a  little  after  twelve  o’clock. 

Then  he  heard  the  sounds  made  by  whispered  voices. 

-  He  was  sitting  on  the  ground  at  one  end  of  the  shanty  at 
th'^'  time,  in  the  sliadow  of  the  building. 

P-'^ering  through  the  darkness  in  the  direction  the  sounds 
came  from,  he  distinguished  the  forms  of  several  men. 

They  bad  just  halted,  and  were  evidently  preparing  to  ap¬ 
proach  the  shanty. 

The  scout  was  all  attention  in.stantly. 

Without  the  least  he.sitation  he  started  to  crav.d  toward 
the  forms  in  the  rear  of  the  shanty.  * 

JJf  Vad  only  to  go  a  few  feet  before  he  could  hear  what 
wa=  h^ing  said, 

he  learned  that  the  .shanty  was  to  be  set  on  fire. 

^'1  rlie  could  hoar  the  voice  of  Dick  Johnson,  and  he  knew 
v.Vo  he  wa?  right  away. 

i:  ;t  he  A'.fl  not  linger  there,  nor  did  he  open  fire  on  the 
.'idr'-lr*. 

Ji‘-  got  haek  to  the  house  as  quickly  as  he  could. 

And  onro  there  he  quickly  awoke  Wild  and  Jim. 

He  v/as  none  U)0  soon  in  doing  this,  either, 

Tr.f.  thr'-e  villains  were  di.HCOvered  creeping  right  close  to 
the  building  as  tluy  looked  out  of  the  window  that  was  in 
the  rear. 

Wild  and  Jim  wore  now-  wide  awake. 

understood  the  situation  without  the  scout  going  into 

Stalls. 


“Boys,  those  fellows  mean  to  burn  us  alive,"  whispered 
the  dashing  young  deadshot.  “They  must  never  get  UNvay 
alive!  When  the  match  is  struck  you  know  what  to  do.” 

ITiat  was  all  that  was  said,  but  it  was  quite  enough. 

The  very  next  minute  three  reports  rang  out. 

Each  had  fired  a  shot,  and  each  knew  just  where  he  was 
sending  a  bullet. 

Then  Young  Wild  West  leaped  through  the  window. 

Charlie  and  Jim  followed  him  in  short  order,  while  the 
rest  awoke  and  wanted  to  know  what  was  the  matter. 

Wild  found  the  three  men  in  the  last  throes  of  death. 

The  bullets  from  their  revolvers  had  gone  straight  to  the 
mark. 

“Light  a  lantem  and  hand  it  out  here,  some  one,"  said  our 
hero,  as  he  stepped  to  the  window. 

Leon  Brown  was  right  there,  and  he  soon  stnick  a  match 
and  found  a  lantern. 

It  was  lighted  and  handed  to  Wild. 

Then  the  boy  held  it  so  its  light  fell  upon  the  three  men. 

“Brown,”  said  he,  “here  are  three  of  the  galoots  that  were 
sitting  at  the  table  in  the  saloon.  One  of  them  is  one  of  the 
three  men  who  wanted  to  rob  you  on  the  trail  last  night.” 

“Are  they  hurt  much?”  Brown  asked. 

“No,  they  are  not  hurt  at  all;  they  are  dead,”  was  the 
reply. 

“Oh!”  ' 

“They  wanted  to  bum  us  to  death,  but  Charlie  caught  sight 
of  them  in  time  to  wake  Jim  and  I,  I  guefes  their  friends 
will  be  a  little  more  careful  now,” 

Browm  leaped  out  of  the  window  and  saw  that  what  Wild 
had  told  him  was  true. 

“I  reckon  we’d  better  see  where  ther  rest  of  ther  galoots 
is,”  Charlie  saich,  and  then  he  started  off  through  the  dark¬ 
ness. 

Wild  and  Jim  followed  him. 

It  was  natural  that  they  should  head  toward  the  hearf  of 
the  camp,  and  as  they  got  out  into  the  mouth  of  the  gorge 
they  caught  sight  of  some  men  just  going  into  a  shanty  not 
far  from  where  the  saloons  v/ere. 

There  were  no  other  men  to  be  seen  away  from  the  sa¬ 
loons,  so  our  friends  knew  they  had  been  with  those  who  got 
shot. 

T  hey  hurried  on,  and  in  a  few  minutes  reached  the  shanty. 

There  was  a  bri.ght  light  burning  inside,  so  Wild  stepped 
up  and  peered  through  the  window. 

The  panes  of  glass  that  remained  there  were  covered  with 
dirt  and  dust,  and  those  that  had  been  broken  out  were  sub¬ 
stituted  with  pieces  of  boards. 

But  our  hero  managed  to  see  well  enough  to  distinguish  tha  -•< 
forms  of  the  men  he  supposed  had  been  with  the  three  who 
had  fallen. 

“I  guess  we  had  better  let  them  know  that  we  are  aware 
that  they  meant  to  bums  out,  boys,”  Wild  answered.  “We 
won’t  do  anything  to  them  unless  they  put  up  a  fight,  though. 
There  are  foi7r  of  them,  and  only  three  of  us,  but  I  hardly 
think  they  will  put  up  a  fight.” 

“I  hope  they  do,”  said  Cheyenne  Charlie,  chuckling  grimly. 
“I’m  jest  in  ther  humor  ter  give  all  sich  galoots  their  medi¬ 
cine,  I  am!” 

“Well,  don’t  shoot  unless  you  see  that  it  can’t  be  helped, 
Charlie,”  was  the  reply,  / 

Then  Young  Wild  West  stepped  to  the  door  and  rapped 
upon  it  with  the  butt  of  his  revolver. 

There  was  no  reply  to  the  summons. 

Ho  knocked  again,  this  time  louder. 

“Open  the  door!”  he  cried  out.  “I  want  to  talk  to  you 
galoots!” 

“Who’s  there?”  came  from  within. 

It  was  the  voice  of  Baldy  Jones,  and  there  was  just  the 
least  bit  of  a  tremble  in  it. 

“Young  Wild  West  is  here,”  answered  our  hero.  “Just 
open  the  door,  and  the  quicker  you  do  it  the  better  it  will  be 
for  you.” 

“What  are  yer  routin’  a  feller  out  at  this  time  of  night 
fur?”  came  from  the  inside  of  the  shanty. 

“I  am  sorry  to  do  it.  I  suppose  you  were  sound  a.slocp,” 
said  Wild,  laughing  softly  to  himself.  “But  I  want  to  see 
you  on  important  hu.siness.” 

“All  right.  I’ll  open  up,  then.” 

The  next  minute  the  door  opened,  and  Baldy  stood  be¬ 
fore  them. 

He  had  rcmove<l  his  boots  and  .stood  in  hi.s  bare  feet,  evi¬ 
dently  for  the  purpo.se  of  making  Wild  tliink  he  had  really 
been  a.slecp. 
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'“W’hat’s  ther  matter?”  he  asked. 

“I  am  sorry  to  disturb  you,”  said  Wild,  leveling  his  rix- 
shooter  at  him,  “but  I  want  to  tell  you  that  three  of  your 
friends  just  got  shot  at  our  shanty.  They  v/sre  in  the  art 
of  setting  the  shanty  on  fire  when  they  dropped.  I  want  you 
and  your  companions  to  come  and  take  away  the  cax'casses 
right  away.” 

“I  don't  know  what  yer  mean,”  said  Baldy,  affecting  aston¬ 
ishment. 

“Don’t  you?  Well,  you  heai’d  what  I  said,  didn’t  you?” 

“Yes,  I  heard  yer.  But  w’hat  is  ther  matter,  anyhow?” 

The  villain  rubbed  his  eyes,  as  though  he  was  trying  to  get 
himself  thoroughly  aw’ake. 

Just  then  the  scout,  who  felt  that  he  must  do  something 
startling,  picked  up  a  stone  and  let  it  go  through  the  wundow 

The  effect  was  all  that  could  be  desired,  for  up  jumped  the 
other  three  villains  from  the  floor,  where  they  had  been 
crouching. 

“How  are  you,  gentlemen?”  said  Young  Wild  West,  coolly. 
“Now’  I  guess  you  are  ready  to  come  and  get  the  three  ga¬ 
loots  that  w’ent  under  a  few'  minutes  ago.” 

“Who  are  they  w'hat  got  shot?”  asked  Baldy  Jones,  still 
affecting  to  be  very  innocent.  ' 

“You  ought  to  know  w’ho  you  sent  to  do  the  job.  Now  no 
more  talk  about  it.  If  you  are  not  over  after  the  carcasses 
ins'de  of  ten  minutes  you  wall  need  an  undertaker,  the  same 
as  they  do!” 

With  that.  Wild  backed  away  from  the  door  of  the  shanty 
and  Charlie  and  Jim  follow’ed  him. 

They  knew'  the  villains  would  come. 

Thev  had  noticed  that  naught  but  fear  was  depicted  on 
their  faces. 

Keeping  a  sharp  w'atch  behind  them,  they  made  their  w'ay 
back  to  the  shanty. 

But  they  saw  nothing  of  the  four  men. 

Arietta  and  the  rest  were  waiting  for  them  anxiously. 

“Did  you  find  the  rest  of  the  gang?”  the  girl  asked. 

“Yes,”  replied  Wild.  “They  will  be  here  presently  to  get 
the  bodies  of  the  scoundrels  that  went  under  a  little  while 
ago.” 

All  waited  for  them  to  appear.  ' 

It  must  have  been  fifteen  minutes  after  our  three  friends 
got  back  w'hen  they  heard  the  sounds  made  by  approaching 
footsteps. 

Then  the  forms  of  four  men  loomed  up. 

They  came  rather  slowly,  and  when  close  to  the  shanty  . 
halted. 

“Come  on!”  called  out  Wild.  “We  don’t  w'ant  you  to  be  all 
night  about  this  thing!” 

Then  they  came  fonvaixl  again. 

“Go  right  ai'ound  and  o'et  them  away,  and  don’t  linger  lone’ 
about  it,  or  some  one  wall  have  to  come  and  take  you  aw'ay!”  j 
said  our  hero.  , 

Then  the  four  earned  away  the  bodies,  one  at  a  time. 

WTien  the  rather  grew'some  task  had  been  completed  Vv^ild 
w’ent  inside.  j 

“We  have  only  lost  an  hour,”  he  said.  ‘  “Jim,  you  stand  [ 
watch  and  the  re‘'t  of  us  will  go  to  sleep  again.  Call  me  at 
about  half-past  three.” 

“All  right,”  replied  Dart;  “but  I  hardly  think  they  wa‘ll 
bother  us  any  more  to-night.  They  have  received  a  pretty 
good  lesson.  I  think.”  ' 

Nothing  further  w'as  heard  of  Baldy  and  his  gang  that 
night. 

Before  .six  in  the  morning  all  our  friends  w’ere  un  and 
stii’n’ng,  and  to  see  them  no  one  w'ould  have  thought  that 
anything  out  of  the  ordinary  had  happened  during  the  night. 

As  soon  as  he  had  his  breakfast  Young  Wild  West  tunied 
to  Charlie  and  Jim  and  said: 

"Now,  boys,  before  we  do  anything  else  we  wall  go  down 
to  the  saloon  Brown  and  I  were  at  last  night  and  find  out  | 
what  is  going  on.  Unless  they  have  not  told  how  it  wms  that  I 
three  men  died  so  ."uddenly  last  night  there  will  be  a  pretty 
.strong  feeling  against  us,  I  suppose.” 

"Well.  T  think  there  are  more  good  men  here  than  bad  ones, 
for  all  that,”  Jim  replied. 

'Ph  y  left  the  .shanty  right  away  and  walked  dowrn  to  the 
center  of  the  camp. 

The  majority  of  the  miners  had  not  yet  gone  to  their  work, 
since  it  was  father  early,  and  there  was  a  pretty  good-sixed 
crowd  gathere<l  n»’ar  the  store  and  saloons,  which  w’as  quite  I 
close  together. 


Gooseheny  Ike  was  there,  and  he  quickly  came  to  meet 
our  friend.s  when  he  saw  them  coming. 

“There’s  goin’  ter  be  trouble  in  ther  gorge!”  he  exclaimed. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

BALDY  JONES  SETS  A  TRAP. 

Baldy  Jones  and  his  three  associates  in  the  plot  to  bum 
the  .shanty  felt  pretty  sere,  as  might  be  supposed. 

It  W'as  a  big  blow  to  them  to  have  three  of  their  men 
kdled  all  at  once. 

But  the  reader  knows  that  the  villains  richly  deserved  the 
fate. 

There  w'as  no  such  a  thing  as  a  lock-up  in  Gold  Gorge,  and 
to  have  made  the  men  piiscners  would  have  been  naught  but 
folly. 

The  sui-vivors  of  the  party  that  had  formed  for  the  pur¬ 
pose  of  dowTiing  Young  Wild  West  were  now'  more  bitter 
than  ever  against  him. 

But  they  feared  him  almost  as  much  as  they  hated  him. 

That  meant  that  W’hat  they  did  to  get  square,  as  they 
called  it,  must  he  done  in  an  underhand  waiy. 

It  was  over  an  hour  after  they  w'ere  summoned  to  got 
the  bodies  of  the  three  men  away  from  the  spot  where  they 
had  dropped  before  they  had  done  so. 

While  they  removed  them  from  the  ^rounds  belonging  to 
Young  Wild  West  immediately,  they  did  not  get  them  dowoi 
into  the  part  of  the  camp  where  the  man  who  acted  as  un¬ 
dertaker  lived  until  later. 

'The  so-called  undertaker  was  a  rather  unprincipled  fellow, 
and  when  they  told  him  that  Young  Wild  West  and  his  part¬ 
ners  had  shot  the  men  and  tried  to  rob  them  he  simply 
grinned. 

“I  can’t  believe  that  story,  boys,”  he  said.  “Why  drnJ^ 
yer  say  that  they  w'as  tryin’  ter  rob  Young  Wild  West  w'h^n 
they  got  their  medicine?  That  w'ould  sound  a  whole  lot  bet¬ 
ter.  But  never  mind  how'  they  d'ed.  Ther  question  now  i*?: 
have  they  got  enough  money  on  ’em  ter  pay  me  fur  doin' 
ther  job  of  puttin’  ’em  under?” 

Baldy  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

The  fact  was  that  he  and  Johnson  had  gone  through  the 
pockets  of  the  dead  man  and  taken  the  biggest  part  of  what 
they  had,  w’hich  they  divided  with  the  other  tw'o  scoundrels 
and  themselves. 

“I  don’t  know'  what  they’ve  got  on  ’em,”  he  answered. 
"You’ll  have  ter  run  j'our  chances,  ther  same  as  yer  do  with 
any  one  else  that  ain’t  got  no  one  ter  stand  fur  ther  expcn.'Je 
of  buryin’  them.” 

“I  should  reckon  that  you  fellers  oughter  stand  ther  ex¬ 
pense  all  right.  They  was  friends  of  youni,  wasn’t  they?” 
asked  the  undertaker. 

“W'ell,  we  ain’t  got  no  more  money  than  w'hat  we  need." 

“All  right,  then.  But  they  w'on’t  git  buried  vei'j’  deep  if 
there  ain’t  money  on  ’em.  It’s  worth  a  whole  lot  ter  be  got 
out  of  bed  at  this  time  of  nigljt,  especially  as  I  was  up  all 
last  night,  playin’  poker,  an’  I’ve  worked  hard  ter-day.  As 
it  is,  I  ain’t  goin’  ter  do  any  more  ter  ’em  than  cover  ’em  - 
w'ith  a  blanket  till  daylight  comes.” 

But  the  men  w'ero  satisfied  to  this  arrangement,  so  they 
left  and  went  back  to  the  shanty  of  Baldy. 

They  went  to  sleep  and  did  not  get  up  until  rather  late  the 
next  moioxing. 

By  late  we  mean  seven  o’clock,  for  the  men  at  the  mines 
are  early  risers,  as  a  rule,  and  the  villains  generally  were  no 
exceptions. 

The  first  thing  they  did  on  rising  was  to  spread  the  report 
that  Young  WMId  West  and  his  partners  had  shot  three  men 
the  night  before  for  the  purpose  of  robbing  them,  and  that 
they  had  been  caught  in  the  act  and  prevented  by  the  four. 

Few',  if  any.  of  the  ndners  believed  this,  but  there  w'erc 
those  among  them  who  took  sides  with  the  villains,  because 
they  were  villains  themselves,  and  that  made  it  look  bad  for 
our  friends. 

“Boys.”  said  Baldy,  as  they  w’ere  eating  their  breakfast.  *t 
reckon  we’ve  got  ther  ball  stalled  on  ther  If  we  can't 

down  Young  Wild  West  one  way  we  kin  another.  Thci'e's  « 
enough  men  hero  in  ther  Gorge  who  will  stick  ter  us.  nvt'  T 
know'  it,  an’  that  means  tliat  there’ll  lie  a  hot  time  afoix' 
many  hours.  But  in  case  that  ther  boy  an’  his  out 

of  ther  scrape  alive,  an’  don’t  leave  mightv  suddm.  I've 
a  scheme  that’ll  fix  ’em.  I  think.” 
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*\Vh»t  is!  ther  scheme?”  asked  Dick  Johnson,  showing 
gi^eat  interest, 

"Well  rig  a  ti-ap  fur  ’em.” 

“A  trap?” 

“Yes,  a  trap." 

“What  kind  of  a  trap?”  asked  Hocus. 

“One  that’ll  catch  ’em  nappin’,  an’  kill  ’em  at  ther  same 
time,  “1  seen  a  trap  like  ther  one  I’m  thinkin’  of  makin’  in 
Calif omy  in  ther  old  days.  They  called  it  ther  ‘Drop  of 
Death,’  an’  it  sartinly  was,  too.” 

“  ‘Drop  of  Death,’  ‘hey  ?  Well,  that  sounds  mighty  good, 
anyhow,”  declared  Johnson.  “What  kind  of  an  arrangement 
is  it,  Baldy?” 

“Oh!  it  ain’t  sich  a  wonderful  invention,  but  it’s  bound  tei- 
w<yrk,  providin’  yer  kin  git  them  yer  want  down  close  ter  it. 
You  fellers  jest  take  a  walk  with  me  right  now,  an’  I’ll  show 
ver  a  place  where  we  kin  lig  a  ‘Drop  of  Death.’  Now  will 
be  a  good  time,  fur  I  noticed  jest  now  that  Young  Wild  West 
an’  his  pards  is  over  there  with  ther  crowd.  If  they  git  out 
of  that  crowd  all  right  we’ll  have  ter  fix  some  of  ’em  with 
ther  ‘Drop  of  Death,’  that’s  all.” 

As  they  had  finished  their  breakfast  by  this  time,  the  rest 
were  eager  to  go  and  see  what  sort  of  a  contrivance  Baldy 
meant  to  make. 

He  led  them  to  a  high  cliff  that  was  right  above  the  shanty 
occupi^  by  our  friends,  though  they  could  not  be  seen  by 
those  in  it  just  then,  since  the  overhanging  ledge  shut  off 
the  view  from  below. 

“That  would  be  a  putty  good  drop  fur  any  one  ter  have, 
wouldn’t  it?”  Baldy  asked,  as  he  pointed  below.  “There’s 
putty  sharp-p’inted  rocks  down  there,  ain’t  there?” 

“I  should  reckon  so,”  answered  Johnson. 

“I  wouldn’t  want  ter  tumble  down  there,”  Hocus  added, 
shrugging  his  shoulders. 

“I  reckon  if  a  galoot  dropped  down  there  he’d  die,  wouldn’t 
he?” 

“He  sartinly  would,”  exclaimed  Johnson. 

“Well,  that  would  be  ther  ‘Drop  of  Death,’  wouldn’t  it?” 

“I  reckon^it  would.” 

“Well,  this  here  ‘Drop  of  Death’  what  they  had  in  C-ali-; 
foray  was  got  up  fur  horse  thieves  an’  sich.  They  had  jest 
sich  a  cliff  as  this,  only  it  was  higher  up  than  this  is,  an’ 
ther  miners  goes  ter  work  an’  rigs  up  a  big  stone  so  it  would 
turn  over  if  any  one  stepped  on  it,  an’  then  down  they’d  go. 
It  was  sure  death,  too,  fur  ther  rocks  at  ther  bottom  was 
further  down  than  them  below  us,  an’  ther  distance  was 
much  farther.  It  ain’t  more’n  twenty  feet  from  here  down 
there,  but  I  wouldn’t  give  much  fur  ther  galoot  what  took 
ther  drop.” 

“But  ther  thing  is  ter  git  Young  Wild  West  up  here  an’ 
make  him  take  the  drop,”  said  Hocus. 

Baldy  scratched  his  head. 

“I  s’pose  that  will  be  a  hard  thing  ter  do,”  he  admitted. 
“But  if  we  could  get  hold  of  one  of  ther  gals  it  would  be  easy 
enough.” 

“How  would  it?” 

Hocus  wanted  to  know  the  ins  ^nd  outs  of  it. 

“Well,  we  could  tie  her  ter  a  tree  or  somethin’,  an’  then  let 
her  yell  fur  help.  When  Young  Wild  West  come  up  ter  git 
her  we  could  have  it  rigged  so  he’d  have  ter  ran  along  the 
ledge  up  here,  an’  if  he  done  that  he’d  take  ther  ‘Drop  of 
Death’  in  a  hurry.” 

“I  reckon  he  would.” 

“See  how  ther  ledge  runs  along  here?” 

“Yes,”  they  all  said. 

“Well,  suppose  we  tied  one  of  ther  gals  ter  that  pine  over 
there?  She  could  be  seen  from  below,  couldn’t  she?” 

“She  sartinly  could,”  admitted  Johnson. 

“W’ell,  how  would  any  one  git  up  here;  I  mean  how  would 
they*  be  apt  ter  come  ter  git  here  in  a  hurry?” 

“They’d  have  ter  come  up  there,”  answered  Hocus,  point¬ 
ing  to  where  there  was  a  slant. 

“Exactly.  Then  they’d  have  ter  ran  right  along  this  ledge 
ter  git  ter  ther  tree,  wouldn’t  they?” 

“T^ey  couldn’C git  there  no  other  way.”  * 

"W’ell,  right  here  well  rig  ther  'Drop  of  Death.’  See?” 

The  jich^-m^'r  jK>inted  out  the  exact  spot. 

TTiey  all  allowe^l  that  they  saw. 

r‘-yuw(^l  Baldy,  who  thought  he  had  figured  a  sure 
way  to  pJt  Young  Wild  West  or  some  of  his  party  out  of 
toe  way,  one  of  yer  go  an’  git  a  pick  an’  a  shovel, 

mr/  we’ll  rig  this  thing  right  away.  While  you’re  gone  ther^ 


rest  of  us  will  find  a  stone  that  will  tura  over  an'  do  ther 
trick.” 

He  looked  at  the  man  who  was  the  only  one  left  of  his  old 
associates  as  he  spoke,  and  with  a  nod  the  fellow  started  for 
the  pick  and  shovel. 

Then  the  three  searched  around  and  found  a  stone  weigh¬ 
ing  about  a  hundi'ed  pounds  that  was  round  on  one  side  and 
pretty  flat  on  the  other. 

By  carrying  and  rolling  it  together  they  got  it  on  the 
ledge  at  a  point  that  was  not  more  than  four  feet  wide. 

Then  they  sat  down  and  waited  until  their  partner  came 
back. 

In  a  few  minutes  he  returned,  and  then,  under  the  direc¬ 
tion  of  Baldy  a  shallow  hole  was  dug. 

This  clone,  the  big  stone  was  dropped  into  it,  flat  side  up. 

Baldy  then  propped  it  so  it  was  almost  level  wuth  the  sur¬ 
face  of  the  ledge  with  a  smaller  stone. 

Then,  with  a  look  of  triumph  on  his  ugly  face,  -he  placed 
his  foot  on  the  big  stone  and  pressed  down  upon  it. 

Half  over  the  stone  went  right  toward  the  edge  of  the 
ledge. 

If,  a  person  had  accidentally  stepped  upon  the  stone  he 
would  surely  have  been  thrown  over  the  cliff,  as  there  was 
nothing  to  catch  hold  of. 

“I  reckon  that’s  ther  ‘Drop  of  Death’  all  right,”  said  the 
villain,  as  he  righted  the  stone  again. 

“It  sartinly  is,  but  ther  next  thing  is  ter  git  ther  bait  that 
Young  Wild  West  will  bite  on,”  ans'wered  Hocus. 

“Well,  if  we  can’t  do  no  better,  we’ll  fire  at  Young  Wild 
West,  an’  then  git  him  ter  chase  us  up  here.  We  know  jest 
what  ther  stone  is  here  fur,  an’  he  don’t.  We  kin  jump  over 
it,  but  he  won’t  think  of  doin’  that.  He’ll  take  ther  ‘Drop 
of  Death.’  Don’t  worry  about  gittin’  ther  bait  fur  ther  trap. 

We’ll  manage  it  all  right.  Jest  wait!” 

Hocus  acted  as  though  he  had  the  idea  that  the  ‘Drop  of 
Death’  was  not  going  to  amount  to  much.  ^ 

It  would  work  all  right,  he  knew,  but  how  to  make  it  work 
on  the  right  ones  he  did  not  know. 

But  he  did  not  say  anj-tliing  to  throw  cold  water  on  the 
scheme.  ' 

The  four  now  walked  around  to  the  path  leading  over  to 
the  mining  camp  and  made  their  way  to  where  a  crowd  was 
gathered  in  front  of  the  saloon  they  had  left  in  such  a  hurry 
the  night  before. 

“Somethin’  is  goin’  on,  I  reckon,”  remarked  Johnson. 
“There  goes  a  galoot  with  a  rope.” 

Something  was  going  on,  sure  enough. 

V/hen  Gooseberry  Ike  told  Wild  that  there  was  going  to  be 
trouble  in  the  Gorge  he  did  not  stretch  it  in  the  least 

The  report  that  Baldy  had  circulated  about  the  three  men 
being  murdered  by  our  hero  and  his  partners  had  stirred  the 
bad  element  of  the  camp  up  to  a  pitch  of  anger. 

The  keeper  of  the  saloon  had  been  helping  along  to  get  ‘ 
them  to  attack  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends,  and  as  he 
had  giyen  out  large  quantities  of  whisky  some  of  them  were 
ready  for  anything. 

But  nothing  daunted,  Wild  and  his  partners  stepped  up  in 
front  of  the  saloon  with  Gooseberry  Ike  and  looked  calmly 
at  the  sullen  faces  in  the  crowd. 

But  nothing  was  done  in  the  way  of  even  insulting  the 
three  right  then. 

The  miners  did  not  go  to  their  work,  however,  and  that 
told  plainly  that  something  was  going  to  happen. 

“I  reckon  you’d  better  go  over  ter  yer  shanty  till  thor 
galoots  find  out  that  they’ve  made  a  mistake  about  this 
thing,”  advised  Gooseberry  Ike. 

“No,”  Wild  answered.  “If  ye  did  that  those  who  don’t 
think  us  ^ilty  now  would  surely  then.  No;  we’ve  got  to 
explain  this  thing  to  them.” 

Then  he  suddenly  took  off  his  hat  and  stepped  out  before 
the  men. 

In  a  very  few  words  he  related  just  what  had  happenevi. 

“I’ll  have  the  oil-soaked  leaves  and  grass  brought  over,” 
he  said  at  the  conclusion.  “Then  you  will  know  for, fair  why 
it  was  that  the  scoundrels  were  shot.  I  don’t  want  any  one  •  ' 

to  think  that  we  are  anything  but  straight,  honest  people.  If 
there  is  any  one  here  who  has  an  idea  that  we  ain’t  1  would  . 
like  to  hear  him  say  so  right  now.”  j 

“I  don’t  think  you  are,”  .spoke  up  a  half-drunken  minor 
right  away.  “Tliat  story  of  yourn  don’t  goj  with  us.  It’s  /  I 
altogether  too  thin!  We  ain’t  got  no  men  here  what  would 
set  fire  ter  a  shanty  when  there  was  people  asleep  in  it;  yer 
cuoldn’t  make  me  believe  anything  like  that.” 
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“Well,  please  don’t  say  that  I  lie,  though,”  Wild  answered |  had  done  to  him,  but  he  was  under  cow  just  then,  and  very 
quickly.  “I^can  prove  that  what  I  say  is  true,  and  I  won’t  humble  in  his  ways. 


stand  being ’balled  a  liar  when  I  don’t  liel” 

It  was  evidently  the  man’s  intention  to  start  the  thing 
going,  for,  without  the  least  hesitation,  he  exclaimed: 

“\oung  Wild  West,  you’re  a  liarl” 

Spat! 

Wild  was  expecting  it,  and  he  was  ready  to  act. 

He  struck  the  man  between  the  eyes  with  his  clenched  fist 
and  sent  him  staggering  in  the  crowd. 

“That  is  the  way  I  treat  sneaking  scoundrels!”  he  said, 
coolly.  “Now  if  there  is  any  one  else  here  that  thinks  I 
shot  the  three  miserable  scoundrels  for  the  purpose  of  rob¬ 
bing  them  I  dare  him  to  speak  out!” 

“I  said  so,  an’  I  say  so  ag’in!”  cried  the  miner  he  had 
struck,  as  he  recovered  himself  and  drew  his  revolver. 

Crack! 

Young  Wild  West  fired  as  coolly  as  though  it  was  nothing 
at  all. 

The  bullet  hit  some  part  of  the  shooter  the  miner  had  in 
his  hand  and  caused  him  to  drop  it.  . 

“You  fellows  are  a  set  of  cowardly  hounds!”  cried  the  boy 
in  a  ringing  voice;  “and  I  am  going  to  shoot  the  first  man 
who  tries  to  pull  a  shooter  dead  in  his  tracks!” 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  FOUR  VILLAINS  ARE  DRIVEN  FROM  THE  CAMP. 

The  daring  declaration  made  by  Young  Wild  West  had  a 
wonderful  effect  on  the  men  who  had  been  eager  to  take  his 
life. 

There  was  something  in  the  tone  of  his  voice  that  was  con¬ 
vincing,  as  well  as  threatening. 

There  is  not  the  least  doubt  but  that  both  he  and  his  part¬ 
ners  could  have  been  riddled  with  bullets  by  the  men  in  that 
crowd,  if  they  had  opened  fire  on  them. 

But  it  was  not  bullets  that  was  going  to  win  the  fight. 

It  was  the  remarkable  coolness  of  the  boy. 

Each  man  there  was  afraid  of  him,  and  at  the  same  time 
pretty  certain  that  he  had  told  the  .truth  when  he  said  he 
and  his  partners  had  shot  the  men  because  they  were  in  the 
act  of  firing  the  shanty  back  in  the  gorge. 

“Eoj’’s,  Young  Wild  West  is  all  grit  ter  ther  backbone!” 
cried  out  Gooseberry  Ike.  “If  yer  was  all  as  truthful  as  he 
is  you'd  be  pretty  close  up  among  ther  singers.  Jest  make 
up  your  minds,  now,  that  yer  ain’t  goin’  ter  act  like  a  lot 
of  crooks.  Jest  say  ter  yourselves,  T  reckon  that  boy  is  as 
white  as  they  make  ’em,  an’  I  wish  I  was  half  ther  man  what 
he  is!” 

There  were,  of  course,  some  men  In  the  crowd  who  were 
honest  and  fair,  but  they  w’ere  in  the  minority  just  then,  and 
that  w-as  why  they  had  not  said  anything.  ^ 

But  when  Gooseberry  Ike  said  what  he  did  they  broke  Into 
a  cheer,  and  like  w’hipped  curs  the  rest  slunk  back. 

They  acted  as  though  they  were  ashamed  of  themselves, 
too,  and  the  dashing  young  deadshot  and  his  partners  stood 
there  in  front  of  the  saloon,  each  with  a  revolver  in  his  hand, 
masters  of  the  situation. 

Wild  knew  he  had  them  just  W’here  he  wanted  them,  but  he 
wanted  to  impress  it  on  them  that  he  w’as  not  the  least  bit 
afraid  of  them,  and  in  order  to  do  this  he  must  show  them 
something  they  had  never  seen. 

“Gentlemen,”  said  he,  coolly,  “I  want  one  of  you  to  go  to 
our  shanty  and  fetch  the  dried  grass  and  leaves  which  were 
soaked  with  oil  here.  I  want  you  to  see  just  what  the  three 
fellows  who  got  their  medicine  were  up  to.  Just  bring  the 
oil  can,  too.  You  might  know  who  it  belongs  to,  for  I  don’t 
believe  there  arc  very  many  cans  like  it  in  Gold  Gorge.” 

“I’ll  go  an’  git  ther  things,”  spoke  up  one  of  the  men. 

The  rest  appeared  satisfied  that  he  should  go,  so  he  at 
once  started  off. 

When  he  had  gone  Young  Wild  West  cast  a  sweeping  glance 
around  until  hi.s  gaze  rested  upon  the  man  he  had  hit  for 
calling  him  a  liar. 

“You  step  out  here,”  he  said,  calmly.  "I  want  to  show 
you  and  your  friends  .something  that  vou  never  .saw  before  ” 

All  looked  at  him  expectantly.  ‘ 

"What  are  yor  goin’  ter  show  us?”  queried  the  miner,  as 
hn  stepped  out. 


“Just  unbutton  your  shirt  collar.” 

“What  fur?” 

“Do  as  I  tell  you.  Unbutton  your  shirt  all  the  way  down 
the  front.  I  see  you  have  some  big  w'hite  buttons  on  it,  and 
I  don’t  think  they  look  well  on  a  red  shirt.  I  am  going  to 
cut  them  off  for  you.” 

The  man  turned  pale,  and  the  rest  got  out  of  range,  for 
they  knew  what  was  coming. 

“I  am  not  going  to  harm  you  the  least  bit,”  Wild  said,  with 
a  smile.  “I  don’t  bear  you  any  gi*udge,  and,  besides,  L  neVer 
yet  hurt  a  man  unless  he  w'as  trying  hard  to  hurt  me  or  my 
friends.  Just  unbutton  your  shirt  and  stand  around  side  to 
me.” 

The  boy  held  a  revolver  in  his  hand,  and  as  he  thought  it 
might  begin  to  spit  fire  and  lead,  anyhow,  if  he  did  not  obey, 
the  miner  quickly  unbuttoned  his  shirt  front. 

There  were  four  big  white  buttons  on  it,  and  as  he  threw 
the  shirt  open  they  w’ere  right  on  the  side  upon  which  our 
hero  was  standing. 

Crack! 

Wild  fired  before  any  one  expected  it  and  the  top  button 
disappeared. 

The  miner  dodged. 

“Stand  perfectly  still!”  came  the  command. 

Crack! 

Crack! 

Crack! 

Three  more  shots  rang  out,  one  after  the  other,  and  then 
the  shirt  front  was  devoid  of  buttons. 

“Now  you  go  to  the  store  and  get  sme  darker  buttons  and 
sew  them  on;  they  will  look  better,”  Young  Wild  West 
calmly  remarked. 

The  man  hurriedly  left  the  spot,  heading  straight  for  the 
supply  store,  just  as  though  he  thought  it  was  important 
that  he  should  do  it  right  away. 

A  bigger  crowed  now  gathered. 

lire  better  element  was  being  attracted  to  the  spot. 

Soon  there  were  more  honest  men  there  than  there  w^ere 
crooks. 

Then  the  man  who  had  gone  after  the  combustibles  that  had 
been  intended  to  start  the  shanty  into  a  blaze  came  back  with 
his  arms  full  of  the  things. 

With  him  came  Hop,  the  Chinaman. 

He  carried  the  oil  can,  which  was  capable  of  holding 
about  two  gallons. 

“Why,  that’s  Baldy  Jones’s  can,”  cried  one  of  the  gang, 
as  he  saw  the  Chinaman  set  it  on  the  ground  before  Wild  and 
his  partners.  “There’s  his  initials  right  on  it,  B.  J.” 

This  was  indeed  a  fact.  « 

“It’s  Baldy’s,  all  right,”  another  admitted.  “I  reckon  he 
W'as  in  that  game  last  night  himself.” 

It  was  one  of  the  friends  of  Baldy  who  said  this,  too. 

He  had  partly  believed  him  when  he  had  told  that  Young 
Wild  West  had  shot  the  three  men  for  the  purpose  of  rob¬ 
bing  them,  but  now  it  struck  him  very  forcibly  that  the  dash¬ 
ing  young^  deadshot  had  told  nothing  but  the  truth. 

It  was  just  then  that  the  four  villains  who  had  arranged 
what  they  called  the  “Drop  of  Death”  came  upon  the  scena 

They  thought  surely  that  the  crowd  was  getting  ready  to 
hang  Young  Wild  West  v,’hen  they  saw  one  of  3ie  miners 
coming  with  a  rope. 

Wild  had  not  noticed  this,  nor  had  Charlie  or  Jim. 

But  they  soon  had  their  attention  called  to  the  rope,  for 
the  man  who  came  fonvard  wdth  it  bawled  out  at  the  top  of 
his  voice: 

“This  is  fur  ther  neck  of  ther  galoot  what  owms  ther  ile 
can!” 

Baldy  and  his  companions  no  sooner  heard  this  than  they 
looked  at  each  other  and  turned  pale. 

It  was  a  big  surprise  for  them. 

Strange  as  it  may  seem,  those  who  had  been  the  friends 
of  the  man  now  turned  against  him. 

^  it  two  miners  had 

seized  Baldy  Jones  and  dragged  him  out  into  the  center  of 
the  street. 

“Hold  on!”  cried  Young  Wild  W#>cf  » 

“don’t  hang  the  rascal!  He  was  not  eaught^n^th« 

an  hour  to  <ri»t  nnt  nf  _ »  ^  ••mi,  give  nun  nail 


It  WHS  evident  that  he  felt  like  kilims  the  hoy  for  what  hel  “'nre''majo?rtV'iel  ?ut^n'Je?rori 
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Yhoso  wbo  w-'i-o  inolin.':’  to  bo  friendly  toward  the  villain 
wei-e  oomph  t'dy  won  by  il.o  d...<^hing  youii?;-  doadshot  now. 

He  was  savmy  the  life  of  one  of  his  woi’^'t  enemies,  and 
they  knew  it, 

Hut  for  his  interference  Haldy  Jones  would  surely  have 
b  A  n  handed  in  a  jiffy,  for  the  miners  were  the  sort  of  men 
w  ilo  thimrs  quickly  when  they  once  start. 

I'ick  Johnson  and  the  other  two  villains  were  cauf^ht  and 
hehi  by  the  crowd,  too. 

Kverybody  there  knew  that  they  were  torether,  so  the 
chances  are  that  they  would  have  been  handed,  too,  but  for 
Wild’s  interference. 

“Give  them  all  half  an  hour  to  g-et  out  of  the  camp,”  said 
Wild  in  a  voice  that  was  loud  enough  for  all  to  hear,  ‘“Gold 
Gorge  will  be  all  the  better  for  it.” 

That  settled  it. 

Gooseberi'y  Ike  had  alwavs  been  looked  unon  as  a  sort  of 
leader  and  he  now  assumed  that  responsibility. 

He  got  upon  a  barrel  and  made  a  short  speech  to  the 
crowd,  and  the  result  was  that  he  got  a  ringing  cheer. 

Then  he  tumed  to  the  four  prisoners  and  said: 

“It  is  ther  order  of  ther  court  that  you  four  galoots  has 
got  jest  half  an  hour  ter  sett’e  up  your  business  an’  git  out 
of  Gold  Gorge.  Do  yer  hear  what  i  say?” 

They  nodded  to  indicate  that  they  did. 

“If  yer  are  seen  around  these  diggin’s  ag’in  after  ther  half 
hour  is  up  you’ll  git  filled  with  lead.  Understand?” 

Again  they  nodded. 

That  the  villains  were  terrorized  was  evident. 

Their  very  looks  told  that. 

Baldy  Jones  cast  an  appealing  glance  at  some  of  those  he 
had  been  sure  he  could  depend  upon  to  help  him,  but  Young 
Vv’ild  West  had  won  them  over  by  his  coolness  and  square 
dealing,  and  there  was  no  encouraging  glance  from  them. 

It  now  being  settled,  the  four  were  released,  and  straight 
for  the  shanty  of  Baldy  they  went. 

It  so  happened  that  Baldy  was  the  only  one  of  them  who 
ov.med  a  claim,  and  that  was  practically  worthless,  since  not 
enough  dust  had  been  taken  from  it  to  pay  for  the  working. 

Two  or  three  miners  followed  him,  and  one  of  them  made 
an  offer  for  the  claim,  which  was  really  more  than  it  was 
worth. 

He  immediately  accepted,  and  in  a  very  few  minutes  the 
deal  had  been  made. 

The  villains  only  had  three  horses  between  them,  but  they 
managed  to  buy  one,  and  then  they  promptly  started  from 
the  camp,  taking  with  them  their  blankets  and  cooking  uten¬ 
sils. 

As  they  were  riding  around  the  bend  that  would  hide  the 
camp  D’om  them,  Baldy  Jones  looked  back  and  said: 

“This  are  what  I  calls  putty  tough,  boys.  Jest  when  we 
thought  we  was  at  ther  top  of  ther  heap  we  comes  down 
with  a  big  drop!’’ 

“But  it  wasn’t  ther  ‘Drop  of  Death,’  though,”  answered 
Dick  Johnson,  shrugging  his  shoulders  and  tiying  hard  to 
grin. 

“But  we  ain’t  goin’  very  far,  I  reckon!”  exclaimed  Baldy, 
his  evil  gray  eyes  flashing.  “We’re  outlaws  now,  an’  we’ll 
find  a  good  hidin'  place  an’  hang  around  close  ter  these  dig¬ 
gin’s,  If  we  can’t  make  money  by  doin’  it  I’ll  miss  my 
guess.  An’  then  there’s  Young  Wild  West  an’  his  pards! 
They’ve  got  ter  go  under!  Ther  ‘Drop  of  Death’  has  got  ter 
fix  ’em,  too!  I’m  bound  that  it  shall  be  that  way,  more’n 
ever  now!” 

The  rest  nodded  and  put  on  a  hopeful  air. 

The  villains  had  purchased  a  few  provisions  and  plenty 
of  ammunition. 

All  had  six-shooters  and  Baldy  and  Johnson  each  had  a 

A.s  soon  as  they  were  well  out  of  sight  of  the  little  min¬ 
ing  town  Baldy  suggested  that  they  made  a  turn  and  work 
their  way  around  toward  the  cliff  where  they  had  arranged 
the  big  stone  so  it  would  tuni  over  and  hurl  whoever  might 
»tf-p  upon  it  over  the  precipice. 

“SVe  want  ter  git  as  close  as  we  kin  ter  Young  Wild  West, 
but  we  don’t  want  ter  let  him  know  we're  there,’’  he  .said. 

Luck  was  v^ith  the  villains,  it  seemed,  for  they  succeeded 
in  finding  a  cave  a  hundred  yards  from  the  cliff,  and  as  it 
wan  all  r^tek  in  that  vicinity,  they  could  not  very  well  bo 
traded  there. 

“7  his  is  a  fine  place,’’  observed  Johnson.  “We’ll  try  an’ 
stay  here  until  we've  got  our  revenge,  an'  then  we  km  light 
irj%  fvr  K/jTr.t-  other  [face.” 


“  rimt’s  what’.s  ther  matter!”  exclaimed  Hocus,  who  was 
now^  feeling  pretty  safe  again. 

When  tiiey  had  fixed  the  cave  up  somewhat  and  arranged 
a  part  of  it  to  keep  their  horses  in  Baldy  looked  at  his"  big 
Silver  watch  and  remarked: 

“Iher  stagecoach  will  be  along  in  about  ten  minutes. 
What  do  yor  say  if  you  an’  me  goes  out  an’  holds  it  up, 
Johnson?  It  will  be  blamed  ter  us,  of  course,  but  ther  ga¬ 
loots  at  ther  camp  will  think  we’ve  gone  right  on.  7'hey 
won’t  never  think  of  lookin’  fur  us  so  close  as  this  ter  Young 
Wild  West’s  shanty.” 

“I'm  willin’,  if  yer  thinks  there’ll  be  anything  ter  be  got 
by  it,”  was  the  reply. 

“Of  course  there’ll  be  somethin’  ter  be  got  by  it.  If  we 
find  there’s  too  many  men  among  ther  passengers  we  won’t 
bother  with  it;  but  if  thire  ain’t  more’n  one  or  two  it  will  be 
easy  enough  ter  clean  ’em  out.” 

“W’ell,  I’m  with  yer,  then.  How  are  yer  goin’,  on  foot  or 
horseback  ?  ” 

‘‘HQi’seback,  of  course.  Two  of  us  is  enough.  We  kin  tie 
our  handkerchiefs  over  our  faces,  so  ther  di'iver  won’t  know 
us.” 

7'hey  got  ready  at  once. 

The  villains  must  have  felt  that  they  might  as  well  be 
hanged  for  a  sheep  as  a  lamb,  as  the  sayiiig  goes,  for  they 
were  certainly  taking  a  great  risk. 

But  things  were  running  their  way,  just  the  same,  for 
when  the  stagecoach  came  along  there  were  but  three  pas¬ 
sengers  in  it,  and  they  were  a  man  and  his  wife  and  daugh¬ 
ter,  who  had  decided  to  come  to  Gold  Gorge  and  locate  there. 

When  the  two  masked  villains  rode  out  before  the  mules 
that  were  hitched  to  the  stagecoach  and  commanded  the 
driver  to  halt  he  did  so  very  quickly. 

He  found  that  he  was  covered  by  a  rifle,  and  he  did  not 
want  to  lose  his  life. 

“All  hands  step  out  on  ther  ground!”  exclaimed  Baldy, 
riding  up  to  the  vehicle,  while  Johnson  kept  the  driver  cov¬ 
ered. 


CHAPTER  X. 

WHAT  THE  FOUR  VILLAINS  DID. 

T'he  driver  of  the  stagecoach  never  had  a  thought  of  such 
a  thing  as  a  hold-up  occurring  within  a  mile  of  his  destina¬ 
tion. 

And  John  Healey  and  his  wife  and  daughter,  who  were  the 
occupants  of  the  vehicle,  certainly  did  not  dream  of  such  a 
thing. 

Consequently,  they  fell  easy  victims  to  the  villains. 

“Jest  hand  over  all  ther  money  you’ve  got,  an’  be  quick 
about  it!”  commanded  Baldy  Jones. 

The  three  had  stepped  out  in  obedience  to  the  command 
to  do  so,  and  when  she  saw  her  father  go  do^\m  in  his  pockets 
and  bring  out  ail  the  money  he  had  the  daughter  gave  a 
scream  and  fainted. 

She  dropped  right  at  the  feet  of  the  outlaw,  and  when  he 
looked  at  her  he  gave  a  nod. 

It  struck  him  right  then  and  there  that  she  was  a  very 
pretty  girl. 

T'he  woman  then  became  hysterical,  and  she,  too,  fainted 
from  fright. 

It  was  not  much  that  John  Healey  had,  but  it  was  satis¬ 
factory  to  the  robbers,  and  when  he  had  it  in  his  possession 
Baldy  Jones  ordered  him  to  lift  his  wife  into  the  stagecoach, 
which  he  did  with  great  quickness. 

The  man  was  coming  back  to  get  his  daughter,  but,  level¬ 
ing  his  pistol  at  his  head,  Baldy  commanded  him  to  get  into 
the  vehicle. 

“We’ll  take  care  of  her!”  he  exclaimed,  with  a  laugh. 

Death  stared  him  in  the  face,  and  Healey  knew  it. 

But  he  was  not  going  to  leave  his  daughter  in  the  power 
of  such  ruffians  if  he  could  help  it. 

Fortunately  for  her,  the  girl  came  to  just  then,  and, 
realizing  her  position,  she  got  up  and  staggex’ed  to  the 
vehicle,  where  her  mother  was. 

She  got  inside  before  Baldy  could  do  anything  to  prevent 
her. 

Then  her  father  sprang  to  the  stagecoach  and  was  half 
way  inside  it  when  the  scoundrel  fired  at  him. 

7'he  bullet  hit  him  on  the  arm  near  the  shoulder,  and  with 
a  cry  of  pain  Healey  tumbled  into  the  coach. 

“Light  out,  driver!”  cried  Johnson,  who  thought  it  was  all 
done. 

The  driver  did  not  need  to  be  told  twice. 


16 


YOUNG  WILD  WEST  AT  GOLD  GORGE. 


He  cracked  his  whip  and  the  mules  started  away  at  a 
jump. 

liuldy  had  been  foiled,  but  he  did  not  try  to  do  anything 
further. 

“I  was  goin'  ter  take  that  gal  ter  ther  cave  with  us,”  he 
said  to  Johnson.  “Then,  when  we  git  ther  three  what’s  with 
Young  Wild  West,  we’d  each  have  a  wife. 

“That’s  too  bad,”  answered  his  companion.  “We  could 
have  got  her  easy  enough,  I  reckon.  But  it’s  too  late  now.” 

“Yes,  it’s  too  late  now,  so  let’s  git  back  ter  ther  cave  in 
a  hurry.  In  less  than  half  an  hour  there’ll  be  a  crowd  out 
this  way  lookin'  fur  us.” 

They  turned  their  horses  and  rode  into  the  bushes  at  the 
side  of  the  trail  and  then  headed  for  the  cave  at  the  top  of 
the  precipice  that  overhung  the  shanty  in  the  gorge. 

When  they  got  there  they  received  a  warm  welcome  from 
their  waiting  companions,  for  the  two  men  had  been  fearing 
that  something  would  happen  to  them. 

“It’s  all  right,”  said  Baldy.  “I  reckon  we  made  about  four 
hundred  dollars  from  ther  hold-up,  anyhow.” 

They  could  not  see  the  little  mining  town  from  where  they 
were,  so  after  a  few  minutes  had  elapsed  Baldy  porposed 
that  Hocus  should  climb  a  tree  and  see  what  w'as  taking 
place  dowm  there. 

Hocus  did  so. 

He  was  just  in  time  to  see  the  stagecoach  standing  in 
front  of  the  supply  store  and  a  crowd  gathering  around  it. 

The  arrival  of  the  outfit  had  been  expected,  of  course,  but 
no  one  had  the  least  idea  that  there  had  been  a  hold-up. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners  were  still  there,  as 
Hocus  could  see. 

He  soon  descended  the  tree,  looking  a  bit  uneasy,  for* he 
could  tell  by  the  actions  of  the  miners  that  it  would  go  hard 
with  the  perpetrators  of  the  deed  if  they  were  caught. 

“Well,  what’s  goin’  on  there?”  Baldy  asked,  as  he  came 

down. 

“There’s  the  dickens  ter  pay,  I  reckon,”  was  the  reply. 

“Is  Young  Wild  West  an’  his  pards  there?” 

“Yes;  they’re  there.”  ' 

“Good  enough!  We’ve  got  ther  ball  rollin’  now,  so  we 
might  as  well  keep  at  it.  While  they  is  lookin’  after  ther 
robbers  of  ther  stagecoach  we’ll  try  an’  rig  a  plan  ter  git  hold 
of  one  of  ther  gals  that’s  below  us.  I’m  goin’  down  there,  an’ 
I  want  yer  ter  lower  me  down  with  a  lariat.” 

“What!”  exclaimed  his  three  hearers. 

“That’s  right.  There  never  was  a  better  time  ter  git  ther 
bait  that  will  bring  Young  Wild  West  in  ther  trap  we  set. 
Jest  wait  till  I  git  ready  now.  I’m  goin’  do^vn  inter  ther 
gorge  from  a  p’int  jest  about  fifty  feet  from  ther  top  of 
ther  ledge,  where  ther  trap  is  set.  I  can’t  be  seen  from  ther 
shanty  there,  an’  I’ll  see  what  kin  be  done  in  ther  way  of 
gittin’  hold  of  one  of  them  gals.  I’d  jest  like  ter  git  ther 
red-haired  one,  ’cause  she’s  Young  Wild  West’s  sweetheart,  I 
reckon.” 

Baldy  was  surely  the  leader  of  the  four,  and  the  I’est  gave 
in  to  everything  he  said. 

Johnson  would  not  have  done  such  a  thing,  if  it  had  been 
left  to  him,  but  he  felt  that  he  could  not  afford  to  go  against 
Baldy  just  now. 

He  got  a  lariat  ready  and  then  led  the  way  to  the  spot  he 
had  spoken  of. 

Placing  the  noose  under  his  arms,  he  told  his  three  com¬ 
panions  to  lower  him  down. 

Since  our  hero  and  his  partners  wei*e  not  down  there,  it 
was  not  very  much  of  a  risk  that  he  was  taking. 

It  is  queer  how  things  work  sometimes. 

Everything  was  going  Baldy’s  way  since  he  had  been 
driven  out  of  the  camp,  it  seemed. 

At  the  very  minute  he  was  being  lowered  down  Arietta 
was  walking  up  the  gorge  alone,  and  with  her  rifle  in  her 
hands. 

She  had  seen  a  huge  bird  light  on  a  crag  a  couple  of  hun¬ 
dred  yards  distant,  and  she  had  told  her  companions  that 
she  was  going  to  shoot  it  and  fetch  it  back. 

They  were  watching  her  from  the  door  of  the  shanty,  but 
as  she  turned  an  angle  she  was  lost  to  their  view. 

So  inUnt  was  the  girl  in  getting  to  a  point  where  she 
could  get  a  good  shot  at  the  bird  that  she  did  not  see  the 
villain  desc^mding  into  the  gorge  at  the  end  of  the  lariat 

She  had  fcot  past  him,  and  was  just  turning  another  cor¬ 
ner,  \shcn  hi.!  feet  struck  the  ground. 

Baldy  t|uickly  removed  the  rope  from  about  kira  and  let  it 
hang. 


Then  he  motioned  for  those  above  to  look  in  the  direction 
of  the  girl. 

They  saw  her,  for  they  quickly  nodded. 

Just  then  the  report  of  a  rifle  sounded. 

Arietta  had  taken  quick  aim  at  the  bird  and  fired. 

As  the  bird  dropped  she  looked  about  for  a  way  to  reach  it, 
for  it  tumbled  from  the  crag. 

She  had  not  missed. 

A  cheer  went  up  from  those  back  by  the  shanty,  for  they 
had  been  able  to  see  the  bird  all  the  while. 

Arietta  found  that  she  could  take  a  cut  across  the  gorge 
by  coming  back  a  short  distance,  so  she  turned,  and  with 
the  still  smoking  rifle  in  her  hards  walked  to  the  point  she 
had  turned  just  before  she  fired  the  shot. 

She  walked  squarely  into  the  arms  of  Baldy  Jones. 

The  brave  girl  tried  to  uter  a  scream,  but  she  was  too 
late,  for  the  scoundrel  clapped  his  hand  over  her  mouth  and 
quickly  disarmed  her. 

Arietta  struggled  bravely  to  get  away  from  him,  but  he 
was  a  powerful  man  and  she  was  but  a  child  in  his  grasp. 

“Jest  keep  cool,  my  dear,”  said  Baldy,  leering  at  her  and 
nodding  his  head.  “There  ain’t  no  use  in  your  tryin’  ter  git 
away,  ’cause  yer  can’t.  I’ve  got  yer  hard  an’  fast,  an’  I’ll 
kill  yer  if  yer  don’t  keep  quiet.” 

The  girl  ceased  struggling  instantly. 

He  dragged  her  to  the  hanging  lariat,  holding  his  revolver 
against  her  mouth  as  he  did  so.  ^ 

<  “One  little  scream  an’  you’ll  be  a  dead  gal,”  he  said,  and 
Arietta  thought  he  surely  meant  it,  for  never  had  she  seen  a 
more  evil  or  repulsive  face  than  his. 

With  his  left  hand  he  wound  the  end  of  the  rope  about  her 
body,  pinioning  her  arms  in  the  process. 

This  done,  he  thrust  her  own  handkerchief  in  her  mouth 
and  tied  it  there  with  a  bit  of  twine  that  he  had  in  his 
pocket. 

His  companions  above  were  watching  his  movements  anx¬ 
iously,  for  they  expected  every  minute  to  see  some  one  come 
to  the  girl’s  assistance. 

It  only  took  a  couple  of  minutes  and  then  Baldy  held  onto 
the  rope  and  motioned  for  them  to  haul  him  and  his  captive 
up. 

This  the  three  did,  working  away  like  beavers. 

Just  as  Baldy  and  Arietta  were  landed  they  saw  a  young 
man  come  around  the  bend  as  though  looking  for  the  girU 

It  was  Leon  Brown. 

Evidently  he  had  come  to  help  Arietta  find  the  bird  she 
had  shot. 

“I’d  like  ter  send  a  bullet  through  that  galoot!”  exclaimed 
Baldy.  “If  Young  Wild  West  was  only  at  the  shanty  I’d  do 
it,  but  he  ain’t,  so  there’s  no  use.” 

“What  difference  would  that  make?”  asked  Johnson,  who 
seemed  to  bear  the  tenderfoot  a  grudge,  just  because  he  had 
been  cheated  of  robbing  him. 

“Well,  I  don’t  know  as  it  would  make  a  great  deal  of 
difference,  so  you  kin  try  a  shot  at  him  if  yer  want  ter.” 

“That  is  jest  what  I’m  going  ter  do.” 

Johnson  picked  up  his  rifle  and  took  aim  at  the  unsus¬ 
pecting  young  man,  who  was  looking  all  around  for  Arietta. 

Crack! 

He  fired  and  the  bullet  must  have  cut  a  lock  of  hair  from 
Brovm’s  head,  for  he  clapped  his  hand  to  it  and  then  turned 
and  ran  out  of  sight  around  the  bend. 

“You’re  a  mighty  poor  shot,  Johnson,”  laughed  Baldy. 
“But  I  reckon  your  shot  will  do  some  good,  fur  if  that  galoot 
had  sense  enough  ter  know  ther  direction  it  come  from  he’ll 
tell  Y'oung  Wild  West,  an’  he’ll  come  up  here.  Ther  only 
way  he  kin  git  here  is  along  ther  ledge,  an’  if  he  don’t  step  on 
ther  stone  an’  take  ther  drop  of  death  I’ll  be  a  much  s’prised 
man.” 

Arietta  heard  this  and  wondered  what  it  meant. 

She  was  not  so  badly  frightened  at  what  had  happened 
as  most  girls  would  have  been. 

She  was  used  to  such  adventures. 

She  recognized  Johnson  and  Hocus  as  two  of  the  three 
men  who  had  visited  their  camp  on  the  way  to  Gold  Gorge. 

She  had  never  seen  Baldy  or  the  other  fellow  before,  but 
guessed  that  they  were  the  other  two  of  the  four  she  had 
heard  Wild  speak  of. 

“Fetch  her  ter  ther  cave,"  said  Baldy.  abi*uptly,  as  he  be¬ 
gan  to  coil  the  lariat  “She's  ter  be  ther  bait  fur  ther  trap 
an’  then  comes  ther  ‘Drop  of  Death!’  " 

Johnson  and  Hocus  took  hold  of  her  and  then  they  all  v  nt 
to  the  cave. 
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he  first  produced  a  sl.ort  piece  of  rope  which  he  meant  to 
lie  her  with. 


Arietta  made  up  her  mind  to  escape  if  it  were  possible. 

“Take  ther  ^ag  from  her  mouth,  an’  if  she  hollers  shoot 
her."  said  Baldy. 

Hocus  quickly  removeti  the  gag. 

Arietta  did  not  say  a  word,  much  less  scream. 

The  next  minute  the  lariat  was  free  from  her  and  Baldy 
was  ready  to  tie  her  hands  with  the  short  rope. 

But  just  then  Arietta  struck  the  villain  in  the  face  with  her 
clenched  fist  and  sent  him  staggering. 

She  was  off  as  quick  as  a  flash  and  straight  for  the  ledge 
she  ran. 

But  the  brave  girl  did  not  know  that  there  was  a  tran 
there. 

When  she  was  but  a  dozen  feet  from  the  mouth  of  the 
cave  .she  called  out  loudly: 

"Wild!  Wild!  Save  me!” 

Much  to  her  joy,  she  heard  an  answ'er  from  below. 

“Stop,  gal!”  shouted  Johnson.  “You’re  goin’  ter  vour 
death!” 

But  Arietta  heeded  him  not. 

She  reached  the  ledge  and  then  saw  Wild,  Charlie  and 
Jim  rushing  to  come  up  the  ascent. 

The  next  instant  her  foot  was  upon  the  stone  that  would 
cause  the  “Drop  of  Death”  and  it  turned  under  foot. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

AEIETTA  ESCAPES  THE  DROP  OF  DEATH. 


luming  to  Jim,  he  told  him  to  hurry  and  get  some  of  the 
miners  to  go  around  and  head  the  villains  off,  in  case  they 
were  trying  to  get  aw^ay. 

“Me  go,  too,  allee  samee,”  spoke  up  Hop,  as  Dart  started. 

Baxter,  the  keeper  of  the  worst  saloon  in  Gold  Gorge,  was 
doing  a  rushing  business. 

When  Jim  and  'Hop  appeared  they  were  greeted  with  a 
cheer. 

Gooseberry  Ike  ran  out  and  seized  them  by  the  aims  and 
fairly  dragged  them  into  the  saloon. 

“Hold  on,”  said  Dart;  “I  want  to  say  something  before 
you  go  any  further.” 

“Say  it,”  shouted  the  miner. 

“Young  Wild  West  wants  some  of  you  to  go  down  the  trail 
right  away  and  head  the  fellows  we  run  out  of  town  off  if 
they  happen  to  come  that  way.'  They  were  in  a  cave  above 
the  gorge,  near  our  shanty,  a  few  minutes  ago.  They  caught 
one  of  the  young  ladies  we  have  with  us,  but  she  got  away 
from  them.  The  man  named  Johnson  fired  a  shot  at  the 
tenderfoot,  too,  and  just  missed  him  by  a  hair’s  breadth.” 

The  miners  in  the  crowd  ceased  talking  at  once. 

Then  Jim  told  them  in  a  few  words  just  what  had  hap¬ 
pened,  and  what  was  required  of  them. 

“Good  enough!”  cried  Gooseberry  Ike,  who  had  ju.st  been 
elected  Mayor  of  the  camp  by  a  unanimous  vote.  “I  reckon 
we’ll  be  right  on  hand.  Ten  men  has  gone  down  ther  trail 
already  ter  find  ther  galoots  what  held  up  ther  stagecoach, 
an’  it  may  be  that  they’ll  i*un  across  ’em.” 

Five  men  were  soon  mounted  and  on  the  way  in  the  direc¬ 
tion  Jim  told  them  to  go. 

Then  he  hastened  back  to  'the  shanty. 


As  the  stone  turned  under  Arietta’s  foot  she  uttered  a 
.‘^cream  and  then,  losing  her  balance,  w^ent  whirling  down 
into  the  gorge. 

But  Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners  were  there  to 
cateh  her,  for  they  had  heard  the  scream. 

Luckily  for  her,  they  were  directly  beneath  her,  and  with 
outstretched  hands  they  waited  the  brief  second  to  save  her 
from  the  sharp  rocks  at  their  feet. 

It  te  doubtful  if  any  others  than  the  three  could  have  done 
it.  but  they  were  trained  to  everything  that  pertained  to 
outdoor  life,  and  the  brave  girl  barely  touched  the  ground 
a.-^  she  came  down  until  they  deposited  her  gently  upon  it. 

Arietta  had  fainted. 

Young  Wild  West  was  very  pale  as  he  bore  the  girl  to  the 
door  of  the  shanty,  where  Anna  and  the  two  Chinamen  stood. 

Eloise  and  Brown  had  rushed  inside  when  they  saw  the 
girl  slip  upon  the  ledge. 

They  could  not  bear  the  sight. 

A  cry  of  joy  came  from  Anna,  for  she  knew  that  Arietta 
had  been  saved. 

Then  Eloise  screamed  with  delight  and  rushed  out  to  meet 
them. 

The  two  knew  just  what  to  do,  and  in  a  very  few  minutes 
Arietta  opened  her  eyes. 

“Wild!”  she  gasped. 

“Yes,  little  one,”  he  answered,  “it  is  all  right;  you  are  not 
hurt.” 

He  kissed  her  forehead  and  that  seemed  to  revive  her  more 
than  anything. 

“The  scoundrels  are  up  there  in  a  cave,”  she  exclaimed, 
pointing  toward  the  cliff.  ^“Look  out  for  the  stone  on  the 
ledge.  It  is  a  trap.  It  was  that  which  made  me  fall  over.” 

“They  are  in  a  cave,  you  say,  Et?”  Wild  asked. 

“Yes,  and  I  heard  them  say  they  had  prepared  a  trap  to 
give  you  the  drop  of  death.” 

“Ah!  How  did  they  get  you?  Brown  told  us  as  we  came 
back  that  you  W'ent  out  to  shoot  a  bird  that  was  on  a  crag 
over  there,  and  that  when  he  ran  around  through  the  gorge 
to  help  you  find  it  you  had  disappeared.  The  next  thing  he 
kn*w  the  report  of  a  rifle  sounded  from  above  and  a  bullet 
clipp^rd  a  lock  of  hair  from  his  head.” 

“TTjat  in  right.  I  am  glad  they  did  not  kill  him.  It  was  the 
villain  railed  Johnson  who  fired  the  shot  at  him.” 

She  was  able  to  sit  up  now,  and  she  quickly  told  how  it 
yr:.^  tY  fit  -he  had  berm  captured  by  the  villains. 

'We'i.  I  guess  we  will  soon  put  the  finish  to  the  four 
atouieJrel  our  hero  rerriarked,  “We  will  find  another  way 


CHAPTER  XII. 

CONCLUSION. 

Young  Wild  West  and  Cheyenne  Charlie  started  to  get  to 
the  cave  where  Arietta  had  left  the  four  scoundrels  right 
after  Jim  went  to  get  some  of  the  miners  to  ride  out  and 
head  them  off,  in  case  they  tried  to  get  away. 

The  two  started  up  the  ascent. 

When  they  got  to  the  ledge  they  could  see  nothing  that 
looked  out  of  the  way. 

There  was  a  flat  stone  there,  to  be  sure,  and  it  was  right 
close  to  the  edge,  but  there  was  nothing  suspicious  about  it. 

“That’s  right  where  it  was,”  Charlie  whispered. 

Then  Wild  stepped  close  to  it,  and  noticed  that  the  ground 
had  been  dug  around  it  lately. 

“I  guess  that’s  the  stone  that  turned  over  with  Et,”  he  said. 
“But  how  is  it  that  it  is  back  in  place  again?” 

Right  here  we  may  as  well  state  that  Baldy  Jones  had 
placed  it  back,  thinking  sure  that  Young  Wild  West  would 
rush  up  and  take  the  Drop  of  Death. 

Strange  to  say,  neither  of  them  thought  about  fleeing  from 
the  spot. 

But  when  they  had  waited  five  minutes,  and  no  one  came 
up  to  the  ledge,  they  began  to  grow  slightly  nervous. 

“It’s  funny  they  don’t  come  up  here,”  Hocus  remarked. 

“Maybe  they  don’t  think  there’s  any  one  here,”  suggested 
the  other  man. 

Just  then  they  heard  the  sounds  of  footsteps. 

“They’re  cornin’  now!”  exclaimed  Hocus. 

The  villain  tried  to  take  a  peep,  but  he  could  not  see  the 
ledge  from  the  cave. 

Wild  and  Charlie  had  made  a  noise  on  purpose  for  the  vil¬ 
lains  to  hear  them  if  they  were  anywhere  about. 

They  were  trying  to  get  them  to  show  themselves. 

If  they  did  it  would  soon  be  up  with  them. 

But  they  failed  to  do  it. 

Charlie  was  anxious  to  see  how  the  stone  would  act  if  any 
weight  was  placed  on  it,  so  he  found  a  stone  that  weighed 
perhaps  thirty  pounds,  and  carried  it  along  the  narrow,  dan¬ 
gerous  place  to  it. 

“I’m  goin'  ter  chuck  this  on  it  an’  see  what  happens,”  he 
whispered  to  Wild. 

“Go  ahead,”  was  the  reply. 

Thud! 

As  the  stone  dropped  the  bigger  one  turned  half  over,  and 
down  went  the  smaller  one  to  the  bottom  of  the  gorge  be¬ 
low. 
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“That  is  what  I  call  pretty  good,”  said  Wild,  as  he  leaped 
lightly  over  the  trap.  “Come  on,  Charlie!  This  shows  that 
the  scoundrels  took  the  risk  of  coming  here  and  setting  the 
trap  again  after  Arietta  went  over  the  cliff.  They  may  be 
in  the  cave  yet.” 

He  followed  Wild  a  few  feet,  and  then  stopped. 

“I  reckon  I’ll  set  ther  trap  ag’in,”  he  said.  “It  might  he 
a  good  idea,  ’cause  one  of  ther  galoots  might  take  ther  Drop 
of  Death  himself.” 

Ihen  they  moved  cautiously  forward  and  soon  came  in 
sight  of  the  cave. 

Wild  knew  by  Arietta’s  description  that  it  must  be  the 
place. 

Just  then  he  knew  it  was,  for  he  saw  a  man  dodge  back 
into  it. 

“Look  out,  Charlie!”  he  whispered.  “Drop!” 

Down  they  both  went,  and  thev  were  not  a  moment  too 
soon,  for  tw'o  rifles  cracked  almost  together. 

Doth  Wild  and  Charlie  fired  at  the  puffs  of  smoke,  and  the 
result  was  a  shriek  of  mortal  agony. 

Then  out  bounded  the  form  of  a  man,  firing  as  he  came. 

It  was  Hocus. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  fired,  and  that  was  the  last  of  him. 

Our  friends  leaped  to  the  left,  and  got  behind  a  big  rock. 

Baldy  Jones  was  not  going  to  be  caught  like  a  rat  in  the 
trap. 

Ho  suddenly  came  out,  leading  his  horse. 

Then  Wild  raised  his  rifle  and  fired  at  the  hand  of  the  vil¬ 
lain  that  clutched  the  bridle  rein. 

The  bullet  went  through  the  scoundrel’s  hand,  and  with  a 
cry  of  rage  and  pain  he  started  on  a  run,  almost  straight  for 
the  rock  behind  which  our  friends  were  crouching. 

Baldy  was  desperate  now. 

It  was  his  left  hand  that  had  received  the  bullet,  and 
clutching  his  revolver  with  his  right,  he  made  for  the  rock, 
evidently  hoping  to  get  a  shot  at  our  hero. 

The  dashing  young  deadshot  fired  at  even  a  shorter  range. 

The  revolver  dropped  from  the  villain’s  hand. 

Then  he  swerved  to  the  left,  and  made  a  dash  straight  for 
the  ledge. 

Whether  he  did  it  intentionally  or  not  will  never  be  known, 
but  vdien  he  came  to  the  balanced  stone  he  leaped  upon  it 
with  both  feet. 

Over  it  went,  <ind  down  went  Baldy  Jones  over  the  cliff! 

As  the  shriek  of  the  doomed  man  rang  out  Johnson  came 
out  of  the  cave. 

He  was  followed  by  the  other  man,  and  both  began  firing 
at  the  rock  behind  which  our  friends  were  crouching. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  laid  his  cheek  on  the  stock  of  his  rifle, 
and  Wild  did  not  offer  to  stop  him. 

He  fired  twice  and  then  arose  to  his  feet. 

It  w’as  all  over  as  far  as  the  four  scoundrels  were  con- 
ceiTied. 

Wild  led  the  way  to  the  ledge. 

He  leaped  over  the  treacherous  stone  as  he  had  done  com¬ 
ing  over  and  Charlie  followed  his  example. 

“Now,”  said  Wild,  “I  gu.ess  we  had  better  send  that  stone 
over  the  precipice,  too.  It  won’t  be  the  means  of  killing  any 
more  people  then.” 

The  scout  nodded,  and  then,  under  the  united  efforts  .of  the 
two  it  was  sent  crashing  downward.  ' 

“Oh,  Wild!”  cried  Arietta,  as  the  two  came  down.  “Is  it 
all  over?” 


“Yes,”  was  the  reply.  “If  Baldy  Jones  got  killed  by  hii 
fall  it  is.” 

“He  never  moved  after  he  struck,”  answered  the  brave 
girl.  “It  was  a  horrible  way  for  the  villain  to  die,  but  just 
think  of  it!  He  wanted  you  to  die  that  way!” 

“W'ell,  I  didn’t  do  it,  Et  It  was  a  great  trap  that  the 
scoundrels  set,  but  it  failed  to  work.  I  guess  Jones  stepped 
on  the  stone  for  the  sole  purpose  of  committing  suicide,  for 
he  had  both  his  hands  shot,  and  he  knew  he  would  only  be 
hanged,  anyhow.” 

Jim  came  back  just  then,  and  when  he  heard  that  the  four 
villains  had  been  found,  and  that  they  were  all  dead,  he  was 
surprised. 

A  few  minutes  later  Wild  and  his  partners  did  go  over  to 
the  camp. 

They  got  there  just  as  Hop  was  coming  out  of  the  saloon. 

The  Chinaman  did  not  stop  to  tell  how  he  had  got  the 
best  of  Baxter,  but  made  a  bee-line  for  the  .shanty. 

Wild  and  his  partners  soon  told  what  had  happened,  and 
the  undertaker  went  to  attend  to  another  job. 

By  noon  all  those  who  had  gone  in  search  of  the  four  vil- 
,lains  were  back  in  the  camp. 

Then  there  was  a  general  rejoicing,  for  those  who  had 
leaned  on  the  side  of  Baldly  Jones  had  made  up  their  minds 
to  do  better  and  work  hard  for  a  living,  if  not  a  fortune. 

'  John  Healey  got  back  the  money  that  Baldy  had  robbed 
him  of,  and  was  happy. 

He  staked  out  a  claim  the  next  day,  and  went  to  work. 

It  so  happened  that  Wild  selected  a  clhim  next  to  his  for 
Leon  Brovm. 

Both  stinick  good  pay-dirt  right  away. 

Brown  became  acquainted  with  Healey’s  daughter,  and  the 
couple  fell  in  love. 

There  was  no  more  gold  to  be  found  on  the  claim  Wild 
had  bought  of  the  miner  who  had  made  his  pile,  so  our 
friends  decided  that  Gold  Gulch  was  hardly  the  place  for 
them,  and  left  it  with  the  intention  of  paying  a  visit  to 
each  of  the  mines  Young  Wild  West  was  interested  in 
throughout  the  West 


Next  week’s  issue  wall  contain  “YOUNG  WILD  WEST 
AND  THE  GULF  GANG;  OR,  ARIETTA’S  THREE 
SHOTS.” 


SPECIAL  NOTICE-^ 

Please  give  your  newsdealer  a  standing  order  for 
yoiir  weekly  copy  of  “WILD  WEST  WEEKLY,”  The 
War  Industries  Board  has  asked  all  publisher  to 
save  waste.  Newsdealers  must,  therefore,  be  in¬ 
formed  if  you  intend  to  get  a  copy  of  this  weekly 
every  week,  so  they  will  know  how  many  copies  to 
order  from  us. 
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48  PAGES  OF  READING  PRICE  TEN  CENTS  PER  COPY 

HANDSOME  COLORED  COVERS  FOR  SALE  AT  ALL  NEWS  DEAU'.RS 

The  greatest  detective  stories  ever  written  are  now  being^  published  in  “MYSTERY  MAGAZINE,” 
out  semi-monthly.  Don’t  fail  to  get  a  copy  of  this  splendid  publication,  for  besides  the  big  feature  de¬ 
tective  story,  it  also  contains  a  large  number  of  short  stories  and  interesting  articles,  and  all  kinds 
of  other  matter  that  would  be  of  special  interest  to  young  and  old.  It  is  the  only  real  detective  story 
magazine  of  its  kind  on  the  market.  When  you  have  read  it,  be  sure  to  tell  all  your  friends  about  it,  (or 
there  are  no  detective  stories  that  can  cQual  the  ones  in  this  magazine. 
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HELP  YOUK  COUNTRY? 


^'IRGIXIA  WOMEN  SAVE  TOMATO  CROP. 

^  irg:inia  women  went  to  the  aid  of  the  canneries 
in  Pag’e  County,  October  1,  when  they  volunteered 
to  help  save  the  tomato  crop.  Leaving  their  own 
work,  they  worked  day  and  night  as  peelers,  thus 
supplj'ing  labor  that  could  not  have  been  obtained 
in  anj'  other  way.  Among  the  volunteers  were 
women  who  own  valuable  farms  and  others  v/ho 
made  their  first  experiment  in  any  line  of  employ¬ 
ment  outside  the  home. 


COULD  NOT  HAVE  PRODUCED  CROPS  WITH¬ 
OUT  RESERVE. 

A  report  on  the  work  done  during  the  crop  sea¬ 
son  just  ended  in  New  York  State  by  335  boys  of 
the  Reserve  indicates  that  these  boys  added  1,620 
acres  to  the  production  of  the  State.  The  report 
does  not  cover  all  of  the  work  done  in  New  York  by 
Reserve  boys,  but  it  indicates  the  great  value  of  the 
services  of  Reserve  boys. 

The  335  boys  mentioned  are  credited  with  pro¬ 
ducing  264  acr^  of  winter  wheat,  66  acres  of  spring 
wheat,  15^  acres  of  barley,  463  acres  of  corn,  727 
acres  of  rye,  26  acres  of  beans,  26  acres  of  cab¬ 
bage,  and  33  acres  of  peas. 


NEW  YORK  COMPILES  RECORD  OF  TWELVE 
THOUSAND  BOYS. 

Assistant  Federal  State  Director  Prank  A.  Rex- 
ford,  of  New  York,  has  compiled  a  complete  record 
covering  the  activities  of  12,000  Working  Reserve 
Boys  who  have  worked  on  farms  in  New  York  State 
during  the  past  summer.  These  records  are  remark¬ 
ably  comprehensive,  showing  the  location  of  the 
farm  where  each  boy  worked,  the  number  of  acres 
cultivated  by  each  boy,  the  amount  of  stock  he 
cared  for,  the  amount  earned,  and  the  kind  and 
value  of  each  crop  produced. 

In  addition,  the  report  gives  data  concerning  the 
health  of  the  boys,  living  conditions  on  the ‘farms, 
and  treatment  accorded  the  boys  by  their  employers. 

The  record  is  of  great  value  from  a  statistical  as 
well  as  from  a  practical  working  viewpoint.  Mr. 
Rexford's  work  in  this  connection  sets  an  example 
which  it  would  be  well  for  other  officials  of  the 
Reserve  to  consider. 


HAWAII  SENDS  GREETINGS. 

Wliile  the  National  Conference  was  in  session  at 
Washington  last  month  National  Director  William 
E.  Hall  received  from  far  Hawaii  greetings  from 
Federal  Territorial  Director  Wallace  R.  Farrington 


and  the  United  States  Boys’  Working  Reserve  or¬ 
ganization  in  the  islands.  Mr.  Farrington  cabled 
as  follows: 

“Hawaii  sends  greetings.  Regret  my  inability  to 
attend  National  Conference.  Hawaii  will  return 
approximately  2,500  members  of  the  United  States 
Boys’  Working  Reserve  and  an  equal  number  of 
the  Junior  Reserve.  Late  registration  and  school 
vacation  caused  delay  in  exact  record  of  enrollment. 
Will  have  everything  in  shape  for  splendid  start 
next  year.  The  outstanding  feature  here  is  the 
proof  of  the  ability  of  educated  white  and  Hawaiian 
boys,  as  well  as  Orientals,  to  work  in  the  sugar-cane 
fields  of  Hawaii  and  to  render  splendid  service  in 
industries  and  to  finish  the  season  healthier  and 
happier. 

“Our  records  indicate  that  the  patriotic  appeal  of 
the  United  States  Boys’  Working  Reserve  has  in¬ 
creased  the  boy-power  service  of  the  islands  at  least 
50  per  cent.  The  boys  of  Hawaii  form  a  splendid, 
loyal  phalanx  ready  for  any  service. 

“Hawaii’s  greatest  need  is  a  realization  by  the 
leaders  of  industry  that  the  Government  is  seriously 
behind  the  United  States  Boys’  Working  Reserve 
movement.” 


TELEGRAPHERS  WANTED  FOR  A.  E.  F. 

SERVICE. 

The  Signal  Cprps  needs  750  bonus  telegraphers 
for  service  in  France.  Men  skilled  in  telegraphy, 
between  the  ages  of  eighteen  and  fifty-five,  inclusive, 
should  apply  at  once  for  details  to  the  Chief  Signal 
Officer  of  the  Army,  Washington,  D.  C.  Requisi¬ 
tions  have  been  received  from  General  Pershing  for 
750  bonus  Morse  telegraph  operators  to  be  sent  to 
France  between  now  and  June  30,  1919.  One  hun- 
dred^and  fifty  qualified  men  are  to  be  sent  abroad 
immediately  and  the  remainder  will  go  overseas  at 
the  rate  of  about  eighty  per  month.  Men  between 
the  ages  mentioned  above,  who  are  qualified,  are 
needed  at  the  front  and  unusual  opportunities  are 
offered  them  for  early  service.  Bonus  telegraph 
operators  who  enter  the  Service  will  not  be  kept  in 
training  camps  for  instruction,  but  only  for  a  suffi¬ 
cient  time  to  outfit  them  with  the  necessary  cloth¬ 
ing  and  equipment.  Qualified  bonus  telegraphers, 
who  have  physical  disqualifications  for  active  serv¬ 
ice,  will  be  accepted  for  this  duty  overseas.  The 
Signal  Corps  state  specifically  that  the  physical 
standard  will  be  lowered  in  cases  of  men  having 
the  necessary  technical  qualifications,  so  that  prac¬ 
tically  any  one  who  is  physically  able  to  do  his 
work  will  be  accepted. 
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STANDING  BY  HIS  CHUM 

- OR - 

THE  SCHOOi-BOYS  OF  RICHLAND  HALL 

/ 

By  DICK  ELUSON 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  III  (Continued). 

“Say,  Sam,  what  do  you  think!”  he  cried,  in  some 
excitement.  “Those  two  Russian  officers  from  the 
man-of-war  are  here,  and  they  want  to  see  you.” 

Sam  turned  as  white  as  the  wall. 

“Want  to  see  me!”  he  gasped.  “I  canT  see  them. 
I  won’t!”  ’ 

‘That  is  what  Dr.  Richland  told  them,”  said 
Dick.  “He  was  quite  short  with  them,  but  they 
persisted.  He  told  me  to  come  and  tell  you.  He 
said  that  he  advised  you  not  to  see  them,  but  that 
he  would  leave  it  to  your  own  judgment.”  ‘ 

“He  is  right,”  said  Sam.  “I  won’t  see  them. 
Where  are  they  now?” 

“In  the  reception  room.” 

“Go  back,  like  a  good  fellow,  Dick,  and  tell  them 
I  won’t  see  them.” 

Dick  was  puzzled,  as  he  had  often  been  before 
about  Sam. 

His  curiosity  was  also  fully  aroused. 

For  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  was  Sam’s  room¬ 
mate  and  most  intimate  friend,  Dick  knew  nothing 
about  his  chum’s  history. 

Sam  had  held  himself  shrouded  in  mystery.  Who 
his  parents  were,  whether  they  were  dead  or  alive, 
where  his  home  was,  or,  indeed,  anything  concern¬ 
ing  himself  the  boy  had  refused  to  tell,  and  when 
Dick  had  pressed  him  on  these  points,  Sam  assured 
him  that  there  were  reasons  for  this  secrecy. 

At  first  this  stood  between  the  two  boys,  but  Dick 
had  long  since  gotten  over  any  feeling  about  his  lack 
of  confidence,  and  they  were  now  fast  friends. 

Dick  went  back  and  reported  and  the  two  Russian 
officers  went  away. 

That  evening  Sam  was  closeted  with  Dr.  Rich¬ 
land  for  some  time. 

It  was  half-past  ten  before  he  came  to  his  room, 
where  Dick  was  already  in  bed. 

Sam  began  to  undess  in  silence. 

Dick  endured  this  for  a  minute  or  two,  and  then 
broke  loose. 

“Come,  old  man,  you  needn’t  be  afraid  of  me!” 
he  exclaimed.  “Fm  not  going  to  butt  in  on  your 
jirivate  affaii's.  If  you  are  in  trouble  and  I  can  help 
you,  why,  shout.  If  it  is  only  a  case  of  being  afraid 
that  I  am  going  to  question  you  about  your  mysteri¬ 


ous  past,  why,  forget  it,  for  I  have  no  idea  of  doing 
anji:hing  of  the  sort.” 

“It  is  neither  one  nor  the  other,  Dick,”  was  the 
reply.  “I  am  troubled,  I  admit,  but  there  is  nothing 
you  can  do  to  help  me,  and  what  troubles  me  most 
is  to  feel  that  I  am  obliged  to  put  on  all  this  mystery 
with  so  good  a  friend  as  yourself.” 

“Cut  it  out,”  said  Dick.  “All  I  ask  is  for  you  to 
be  natural.  I  suppose  Dr.  Richland  knows  your  his¬ 
tory,  and  that  is  all  that  is  necessaiT-” 

“He  knows  all  about  me,  Dick.” 

“Then  it  is  nobody  else’s  business  but  yours  and 
his,  and  it  must  make  no  difference  between  us.  You 
can  keep  your  mouth  shut  all  you  like,  and  have 
stars  embroidered  on  your  fingers  and  toes,  for  all 
I  care.” 

Sam  laughed  and  got  into  his  own  bed,  which  was 
on  the  opposite  side  of  the  room  from  Dick’s,  near 
the  window. 

“Some  day  I’ll  tell  you  all,”  he  said,  “but  just  now 
I  can’t  say  a  word.” 

The  light  was  out  and  the  boys  lay  silent  for  a 
few  minutes. 

“Say,  Sam,”  said  Dick,  at  last. 

“Well,  what  is  it?”  demanded  Sam. 

“Just  tell  me  one  thing,  if  you  can.  “I’ve  often 
noticed  that  when  you  get  excited  you  speak  with  a 
slight  foreign  accent.  Are  you  a  Russian?” 

“I  ought  not  to  answer  that  question,  even,”  said 
Sam,  “but  I  am  going  to,  for  you  have  a  right  to 
ask  it.  Yes,  I  am.  Good-night.” 

“Good-night,”  replied  Dick.  “IMuch  obliged  for 
the  confidence,  old  man,  and  I’m  not  going  to  ask 
you  another  thing,  only  if  you  are  a  Russian  your 
name  isn’t  Sam  Sloan.” 

“And  there  comes  the  other  thing,”  laughed  Sam. 
“But  I’ll  answer  again,  and  this  must  positively  be 
the  last.  No.  My  name  is  not  Sam  Sloan.” 

Next  day  affairs  at  school  ran  on  much  as  usual. 

The  Russian  man-of-war  still  remained  at  anchor 
off  Castle  Hill. 

Quite  early  in  the  morning  a  boat-load  of  sailors 
came  ashore,  and  they  wandered  alx^ut  Castleton 
and  the  surrounding  country. 

Several  times  they  came  around  the  schoolhouso. 
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onco  when  the  boys  were  out  at  recess  and  again 
in  the  afternoon. 

There  wei'e  two  who  could  speak  English,  and  sev¬ 
eral  of  the  boys  talked  with  them.  When  Dr.  Rich¬ 
land  found  out  they  were  there,  he  sent  Prof.  Pop- 
lam  to  order  them  off  the  premises,  and  they  went. 

Dick  noticed  that  as  soon  as  Sam  saw  them  in 
the  afternoon — he  did  not  come  out  at  recess — he 
went  back  into  the  house  and  remained  until  the 
sailors  were  gone,  nor  could  he  be  induced  to  leave 
the  school  gi*oiinds  during  the  afternoon,  although 
Dick  suggested  that  they  ought  to  call  on  Nellie  Lane 
and  inquire  after  her  health. 

It  would  have  been  only  common  courtesy,  of 
course,  and  more  especially  so  since  Jack  Lane  had 
been  very  warm  in  his  thanks  to  Sam  for  the  service 
the  boy  had  rendered  his  sister. 

But  Sam  would  not  go,  and  as  soon  as  evening 
came  he  went  to  the  workship  and  remained  there 
till  bedtime. 

And  he  showed  his  fear  by  asking  Dick  to  remain 
with  him,  which  the  boy  did. 

In  spite  of  his  promise  to  restrain  his  curiosity, 
Dick  could  not  keep  from  letting  it  get  the  better 
of  him  while  they  were  undressing. 

“Sam,  you  are  afraid  those  Russians  will  kidnap 
you,”  he  blurted  out. 

Sam  hesitated  for  a  moment. 

“Well,  I  won’t  deny  it,  Dick,”  he  then  replied. 
“But  it  isn’t  altogether  that.  Dr.  Richland  advised 
me  to  keep  close  until  the  man-of-war  sails  away.” 

“Just  what  I  thought.  What  on  earth  is  she  hang¬ 
ing  about  here  for,  anyway?  Why  don’t  she  go 
on  to  New  York?” 

“You  ask  me  too  much,”  said  Sam.  “I  couldn’t 
tell  you  if  I  would.” 

“It’s  mighty  strange,”  said  Dick,  pulling  off  his 
right  shoe.  “But  I  suppose  you  will  explain  some 
of  these  days.” 

“If  we  are  still  acquainted  at  the  end  of  three 
years,  Dick,  there  shall  be  no  mystery  between  us,” 
was  the  reply. 

The  boys  got  into  bed. 

Sam  usually  had  a  lot  to  say  after  the  light  was 
out;  indeed,  that  was  the  time  the  boys  usually 
exchanged  confidences,  as  schoolboys  will. 

But  on  this  occasion  he  was  silent,  and  even  Dick 
did  not  seem  disposed  to  talk. 

It  was  some  time  before  Dick  fell  asleep,  and 
when  he  did  his  sleep  was  troubled. 

At  last  he  awoke  and  listened  for  Sam’s  breath¬ 
ing,  but  failed  to  hear  it.  I 

Rai.sing  up,  he  saw  that  his  chum’s  bed  was  ! 

vacant. 

“Groat  Scott!  What’s  the  matter  now?”  he  | 
gasped,  and  jumped  out  of  bed.  j 

TTie  window  was  open  at  the  top,  as  the  boys  ^ 
always  kept  it,  and  Dick  looked  down  on  the  lawn,  | 
which  lay  immediately  under  the  window. 

Jij'd  at  this  minute  the  door  oened,  and  inp  walked 
Sam  in  his  pajamas. 


“Heavens,  boy  I  You  gave  me  such  a  scare  I”  cried 
Dick.  “I  thought  the  Russians  had  got  you  sure. 
Where  have  you  been?” 

“Only  to  the  bathroom,”  replied  Sam.  “My  head 
aches  fearfully.  I  wanted  to  bathe  it.  I  feel  bet¬ 
ter  now,  and  I  think  I  can  get  some  sleep.” 

“Haven’t  you  been  asleep?” 

“No.” 

“What  time  is  it?” 

“A  little  after  midnight.  I  just  heard  the  hall 
clock  strike  twelve.  But  go  on  to  bed,  Dick.  I’m 
all  right.  You  want  to  forgel^about  the  Russians. 
First  thing  you  know  the  whole  school  will  be  talk¬ 
ing  about  this  affair.” 

The  boys  returned  to  bed,  and  Dick  was  soon 
asleep. 

This  time  his  sleep  was  dreamless,  and  when  he 
did  awake  his  head  ached  to  bursting.  The  clock 
was  striking  four. 

He  raised  up  and  looked  over  at  Sam’s  place. 

The  bed  was  empty,  the  window  stood  wide  open 
at  the  bottom. 

Sam  was  gone! 


CHAPTER  IV. 

MISSING  FROM  SCHOOL. 

This  time  Dick  Dutton  was  thoroughly  fright¬ 
ened. 

A  strange  odor  seemed  to  pervade  the  room. 

Dick,  who  had  done  something  at  chemistry, 
thought  he  could  recognize  it  as  the  smell  of  ether. 

His  own  condition  alarmed  him. 

Not  only  did  his  head  ache,  but  he  felt  weak  and 
dizzy. 

He  now  discovered  that  the  pillow  was  wet. 

Over  in  a  corner  lay  a  towel  which  had  not  been 
there  the  night  before. 

Dick  picked  it  up  and  smelled  it. 

The  towel  was  strong  with  ether.  ' 

“Great  heavens,  the  Russians  have  got  poor  Sam 
as  sure  as  fate!”  he  gasped. 

Dick  went  to  the  window  and  peered  out,  but 
there  was  nothing  to  be  seen. 

He  ran  to  the  bathroom  in  the  vain  hope  of  find¬ 
ing  his  chum  there. 

No  Sam  in  the  bathroom. 

Dick  was  now  desperate. 

He  hurried  on  some  of  his  clothes  and  ran  to 
the  end  of  the  corridor  in  his  bare  feet,  where  he 
knocked  on  a  door. 

Presently  a  voice  called  out  to  know  what  was 
wanted. 

“It  is  I,  Dick  Dutton,  Mr.  Poplam !”  replied  Dick. 
“Sam  Sloan  is  missing.  I  believe  I’ve  been  chloro¬ 
formed  or  etherized  or  something.  Dr.  Richland 
ought  to  be  told  right  away.” 

A  grunt  was  the  answer. 

(To  be  continued.) 
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PRETFEtlS  DEATH  TO  SERVICE. 

Preferring  death  to  serving  in  the  army,  and 
fearing  he  might  be  called  at  any  time  following 
registration,  J.  O.  Hill,  Jr.,  of  Charleston,  W.  Va., 
took  his  own  life.  He  climbed  a  tree  on  the  edge  of 
a  cliff  of  rocks,  adjusted  a  noose  over  his  neck  and 
jumped  over  the  edge.  Death  was  instantaneous. 
He  was  36  years  old  and  a  Socialist.  He  was  a 
farmer. 


SHE  COUNTED  EVERY  PEANUT. 

William  Fehrman,  store  manager,  Hammond, 
Ind.,  hired  an  ambitious  young  woman  the  other 
day  and  put  her  to  work  in  the  basement  with  in¬ 
structions  to  take  an  inventory  and  to  count  and 
classify  every  article.  Another  day  lately  he  asked 
what  had  become  of  the  new  employe.  She  was 
found  in  a  corner  of  the  basement  where  peanuts 
were  stored.  She  had  finished  one  barrel  and  asked 
if  a  recount  for  verification  would  be  necessary. 


SAVED  BY  A  BIBLE, 
saw  a  Bible  that  saved  a  soldier's  life,”  writes 
John  Gould,  of  East  Claridon,  0.,  from  Italy.  “The 
soldier  had  the  Bible  in  his  pocket  when  a  bullet 
struck  him.  The  bullet  went  through  365 ,  pages. 
You  couldn't  buy  that  Bible  from  him  for  any 
amount  of  money.  I  am  still  with  my  old  company. 
When  we  arrived  here  we  were  showered  with  flow¬ 
ers.  When  we  paraded  we  could  hardly  get  through 
the  streets  for  the  crowds.  I  think  Italy  is  a  finer 
country  than  France.  I  don't  know  what  we  would 
do  without  the  Red  Cross  and  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.” 


POCKET  KNIVES,  WATCHES,  CLOCKS  AND 
CYCLES  TO  BE  REDUCED. 

Curtailment  in  the  manufacture  of  non-essential 
articles  for  the  remaining  months  of  1918  was 
announced  recently  by  the  War  Industries  Board 
in  its  program  of  conservation  of  materials,  labor 
and  transportation.  Production  of  pocket  knives  is 
limited  to  70  per  cent  of  four  months'  production 
in  1917 ;  bicycles  and  motorcycles  to  75  per  cent, 
clocks  and  watches  to  70  pei*  cent,  boilers  and  radi¬ 
ators  to  50  per  cent  and  rag  felt  floor  coverings  to 
50  per  cent.  Composition  roofing  and  building  boards 
may  be  manufactured  only  for  government  use. 


LIGHT  WARNS  SAILORS. 

Nearly  150  lights  dot  Alaska's  long  coast  line  to 
warn  seafarers  away  from  the  rocky  shores,  accord¬ 
ing  to  R.  R.  Tinkham,  assistant  superintendent  of 
the  Alaska  lighthouse  district.  Eleven  of  the  lights 
are  tended  by  keepers,  'Mr.  Tinkham  asserted  re¬ 
cently.  Besides,  there  are  over  100  automatic  lights 
and  numerous  buoy  lights  that  do  not  require  the 


services  of  keepers.  An  ingenious  sun  valve  for  au¬ 
tomatic  lights,  in  use  in  other  lighthouse  districts, 
Mr.  Tinkham  said,  has  proved  impracticable  in 
Alaska.  This  contrivance,  through  the  action  of  the 
sun's  rays,  shuts  off  the  gas  which  supplies  the  light 
and  thus  lets  it  burn  only  at  night. 


RATS  WISER  THAN  MEN. 

Investigators  of  mining  conditions  and  the  pecu¬ 
liar  dangers  to^which  miners  are  subjected  recently 
have  taken  much  interest  in  the  practice  of  Western 
gold  miners  to  make  pets  of  the  rats  which  com¬ 
monly  infest  mines.  On  the  mother  lode  vein  of 
California  it  has  been  found  that  the  miners  invari¬ 
ably  feed  the  rats  and  take  care  of  them,  believing 
that  the  rodents  are  a  source  of  protection  against 
accidents.  This  is  due,  the  men  say,  to  the  instinct 
of  the  rats,  which  warns  them  when  a  tunnel  is 
unsafe.  And  when  the  rats  leave  a  tunnel  it  is 
almost  impossible  to  get  the  miners  to  work  there. 
This  recalls  the  belief  among  sailors  that  rats  will 
leave  a  doomed  ship.  The  miners  also  have  found 
that  rats  are  much  more  susceptible  than  humans 
to  the  dangerous  gases  that  so  often  cause  loss  of 
life  in  the  mines.  Long  before  the  miners  them¬ 
selves  are  affected  by  these  gases  the  rats  become 
sick  and  show  symptoms  of  distress.  So  the  men 
keep  close  watch  on  the  rats'  good  health. 


RAISING  RABBITS. 

Since  the  price  of  meat  has  been  soaring,  substi¬ 
tutes  for  beef  and  pork  have  been  in  demand.  The 
most  popular  method  in  central  Illinois  of  filling 
out  the  menu  without  patronizing  the  butcher  is  to 
raise  rabbits,  and  hundreds  of  persons  are  now  so 
engaged  with  profit.  It  is  the  consen.sus  of  opinion 
among  the  breeders  in  this  portion  of  the  State  that 
the  Flemish  giant  rabbit  is  the  best,  its  meat  closely 
resembling  the  taste  of  chicken,  blany  persons  who 
have  served  Flemish  rabbit  have  been  complimented 
over  their  “lovely  chicken  dinner.” 

The  Belgian  hare,  which  has  many  followers  in 
Illinois,  is  not  so  toothsome,  by  far.  The  Flemish 
is  bred  for  meat  and  weiglit,  while  the  Belgian  is 
favored  for  color,  symmetry  and  small  sized  bones. 

The  weight  of  rabbits  varies  greatly.  The  giant 
Flemish  leads,  specimens  Ixung  knovni  to  resell  22 
pounds,  although  the  average  ranges  from  15  to  19. 
Belgian  hares,  when  a  year  old.  weigh  il'out  12 
pounds.  The  other  species  ar^  somewhat  liglitor. 

Rabbit  hides  bring  35  to  75  cents  a  pound,  al¬ 
though  there  are  instances  wliere  tlie  white  fur 
brings  much  higher  prices,  acem’ding  to  quali^v  and 
appearance. 
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FROM  ALL  POINTS 


FIGHTER  FINDS  PICTURE. 

Pri\  ate  Clayton*Carmichael,  who  is  in  Minneapolis 
to  aid  the  Fourth  Liberty  Loan,  found  in  the  first 
home  he  visited  here  a  picture  of  the  nurse  who 
attended  him  in  a  hospital  at  the  front.  The  picture 
was  tliat  of  Miss  Marion  Backus,  and  it  was  in  the 
home  of  her  parents,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  T.  C.  Backus, 
212  West  Thii-ty-sixth  street.  Miss  Backus  had 
nursed  him  at  Beauvais  last  June,  after  he  had  lost 
a  leg”.  I\Iiss  Backus  entered  hospital  service  in 
France  May  7.  The  hospital  is  directly  behind  the 
front  lines  on  the  western  front,  and  it  was  shelled 
fifteen  out  of  twenty  days  while  Private  Carmichael 
was  there,  he  said.  He  and  two  other  convalescent 
soldiers  from  the  Walter  Reed  Hospital  at  Wash¬ 
ington  are  here  to  aid  the  loan. 


ADMIRAL  DOT  DEAD. 

Admiral  Dot,  the  famous  midget,  died  in  the  White 
Plains  Hospital  Saturday  night,  October  26,  of  in¬ 
fluenza.  He  was  fifty-nine  years  old.-  His  daughter, 
Mrs.  Allen  ]\I.  Golden,  died  in  the  samey  hospital 
Thui’sday  night,  October  24,  of  influenza.  Admiral 
Dot  was  one  of  the  first  to  tour  the  country  with  P. 
T.  Barnum.  He  was  in  the  circus  business  for  more 
than  twenty-five  years.  Twenty-five  years  ago  he 
opened  a  hotel  in  White  Plains. 

Admiral  Dot  was  born  in  San  Francisco,  Cal.  His 
parents  were  of  normal  size,  as  were  two  children 
born  to  the  midget  and  his  wife.  He  was  first 
exhibited  by  Barnum  when  he  reached  the  age  of 
seven.  He  is  survived  by  his  wife  and  a  son,  Gabriel 
Kahn,  who  is  serving  as  a  private  in  the  American 
army  in  France. 


NATIONAL  RESTAURANT. 

The  national  restaurant,  London,  which  was  es¬ 
tablished  to  expose  the  profiteers,  is  not  only  self- 
suppoi-ting,  but  is  making  a  good  profit,  according 
to  Alderman  C.  F.  Spencer,  its  director.  Caterers 
had  charged  that  the  enterprise  was  able  tp  supply 
good  food  at  reasonable  prices  only  because  it  had 
goveiTiment  aid. 

After  deducting  rent,  management  charges  and 
all  other  expenses,  the  restaurant  has  been  clearing 
about  $350  a  week,  or  70  per  cent,  a  year  on  its 
capital. 

Meals  sold  for  13  cents  yield  a*net  profit  of  about 
2  cent*.  Commenting  on  this,  the  Manchester 
Guardian  observes:  ‘‘It  is  thus  beyond  question 
.  that  O'^^en  at  war  prices  excellent  food  in  sufficient 
quantitic*?!  can  be  sold  at  prices  within  the  reach 
of  #'Very  one,  with  a  .sound  profit  left  over.” 

The  P/ritish  Food  Controller  thus  is  encouraged 
10  hii  iffjWcy  of  opening  national  restaurants  in  other 
Ug  cities. 


ANSWERED  RIDDLE  TO  WED. 

“How  old  is  Ann?”  By  answering  this  ancient 
riddle^  Frank  Wurtz,  of  San  Dimas,  Cal.,  won  a 
bride — Anna  Swango,  twenty  years,  nine  months' 
and  three  days  old. 

They  lived  on  adjoining  ranches.  Wurtz  carried 
his  courtship  successfully,  until  one  day  Ann  asked : 

“Frank,  how  old  is  Ann?” 

“What's  that  got  to  do  with  our  getting  mar¬ 
ried?”  he  asked  peevishly. 

“Oh,  I  just  have  a  hunch,”  replied  the  maid, 
“You  guess  my  age  down  to  the  day  and  I'll  marry 
you.  Until  then  I  won't  see  you.” 

And  she  kept  her  promise.  To  his  repeated  calls 
a  voice  always  asked,  “How  old  is  Ann?” 

He  asked  her  parents  in  vain. 

But  there  are  methods  and  methods. 

Somehow  the  girl's  young  brother  was  tipped  off 
to  the  location  of  the  family  Bible.  And  there  was 
the  answer — Ann's  age  right  down  to  the  day. 

The  couple  came  to  Los  Angeles  on  their  honey¬ 
moon. 

BARS  ^AR  WORK  FOR  CHILDREN  UNDER  14. 

Children  less  than  14  years  of  age  were  barred 
by  the  War  Labor  Policies  Board  in  a  ruling  the  ^ 
other  day  from  employment  that  is  performed  under 
Government  contract.  The  action  is  a  primary  move 
to  have  all  children  engaged  in  work  returned  to 
school  for  the  winter.  Child  labor  is  not  consid¬ 
ered  necessary  to  war.  industries  at  this  time  or  to 
other  lines  of  work  that  cannot  be  dispensed  with 
in  the  war  period. 

A  comprehensive  investigation  into  employment  of 
children  in  factories  and  mills  which  has  been  con¬ 
ducted  by  the  children's  bureau  of  the  Department 
of  Labor  revealed  the  presence  of  many  boys  and 
girls  less  than  16  filling  positions.  The  fact  that 
the  Government  is  the  largest  employer  of  labor  at 
this  time  gives  wide  effect  to  the  ruling  eliminating 
those  below  14  years  from  employment. 

Under  instructions  sent  out  by  the  Federal  Em¬ 
ployment  Bureau  to  the  branch  offices  in  different 
States  the  presence  of  children  in  wage-earning 
places  will  be  discouraged  in  every  way.  Where 
the  children  cannot  be  returned  to  school,  efforts 
Vvill  be  made  to  have  them  placed  in  positions  where 
they  can  become  useful  and  proficient  in  their  work. 

Special  exceptions  will  be  made  by  the  Federal 
Employment  Service  in  cases  where  it  is  necessary 
that  the  earnings  of  a  boy  or  girl  supplement  the 
family  income.  In  many  cases  where  the  family  in¬ 
come  is  reduced  through  the  service  of  a  father  or 
brother  in  the  army,  efforts  will  be  made  to  render 
aid  through  the  Red  Cross  which  will  enable  the 
child  to  stay  in  school 
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ITEMS  OF  GENERAL  INTEREST 


ANNAPOLIS  CLASS  BIGGEST  IN  HISTORY. 

Without  any  special  change  of  methods,  the  dis¬ 
ciplinary  and  instruction  staff  of  the  Naval  Acad¬ 
emy  is  caring  for  and  training  the  largest  student 
body  in  the  history  of  the  institution.  There  has 
been  an  expansion  all  along  the  line,  and  a  greater 
eliort  to  meet  the  increased  burden  which  the  war 
has  put  upon  teachers  and  students. 

The  regiment  of  midshipmen  consists  of  2,118 
members,  which  is  larger  by  25  per  cent,  than  it 
has  ever  been,  and  to  this  may  be  added  the  450 
officers  of  the  Naval  Reserve,  who  are  undergoing 
a  special  course  of  fifteen  weeks,  leading  to  tem¬ 
porary  commissions  in  the  regular  service. 


SAVED  HIS  GRANDFATHER’S  LIFE. 

Little  Earl  Bogart,  the  four-year-old  adopted  son 
of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sidney  Bogart,  of  Limestoneville, 
Montour  County,  Pa.,  is  $50  richer  now  than  he  was 
last  year. 

His  grandfather,  John  B.  Seese,  seventy-nine  years 
old,  purchased  a  Liberty  Bond  for  the  youngster 
and  put  it  in  a  safety  vault  for  him  as  an  invest¬ 
ment  for  saving  his  life. 

Mr.  Seese  fainted  and  fell  into  a  large  spring. 
The  child,  seeing  the  grandfather  tumble,  began  to 
cry,  and  wRile  he  could  not  speak  he  pointed  to 
Mrs.  Bogart,  a  daughter,  and  brought  her  to  the 
father’s  rescue,  thus  saving  the  old  man’s  life. 

As  a  reward,  Mr.  Seese  purchased  a  Liberty 
Bond,  which  will  be  given  to  the  child  at  his  ma¬ 
turity.  Little  Earl  is  probably  the  youngest  hero 
in  the  State. 


BALLOONS  AND  PIGEONS  ONCE  CARRIED 

MAIL. 

Although  airplanes  were  unknown  in  1870,  bal¬ 
loons  played  an  important  part  in  the  siege  of 
Paris.  So  closely  were  the  Prussian  lines  drawn 
about  the  city  that  communication  with  the  outside 
world  was  cut  off.  The  military  authorities  called 
upon  the  aeronaut,  Durouf,  to  make  a  balloon  flight 
from  Paris.  Carrying  250  pounds  of  letters,  he 
made  the  attempt,  and  after  a  flight  of  three  hours 
landed  at  Evreaux,  far  beyond  the  zone  of  Prussian 
control.  A  regular  mail  service  was  then  estab¬ 
lished  and  though  many  flights  ended  in  disaster  it 
continued  until  the  surrender  of  the  city.  It  was  in 
this  way  that  Gambetta,  the  statesman,  made  his 
escape  from  Paris  to  Tours,  where  he  recruited  a 
new  army,  which  offered  a  desperate  but  vain  resist¬ 
ance  to  the  invaders. 

The  balloon  service  was  maintained  throughout 
the  investment,  from  September  23,  1870,  to  Januai-y 
28.  1871. 

Letters  to  be  sent  “par  bablomnonte”  were  writ¬ 


ten  on  very  thin  paper,  and  among  the  most  inter¬ 
esting  relics  of  the  seige  are  the  letter  journals,  in¬ 
vented  by  Le  Petit  Journal.  The  news  of  the  be¬ 
sieged  city  was  printed  in  very  small  type  on  one  side 
of  a  thin  letter  sheet,  and  the  other  side  of  the  sheet 
was  left  blank  for  personal  communication.  About 
a  score  of  Paris  papers  issued  these  novel  sheets  and 
practically  all  letters  were  written  on  them. 

Getting  letters  into  the  beleag’uered  city  presented 
a  more  difficult  problem,  but  this  w^as  partially  solved 
by  sending  carrier  pigeons  out  with  the  balloons. 
Letters  and  dispatches  were  photographed  and  so 
reduced  that  a  single  pigeon  homing  its  way  to 
Paris  often  carried  thousands  of  dispatches  in  a 
quill  attached  to  its  tail.  One  pigeon  carried  to  Paris 
dispatches  representing  300,000  francs  in  postage. 


NEW  THINGS. 

Modern  methods  of  mining  and  smelting  have 
made  it  profitable  to  reopen  a  nickel  mine  in  Nor¬ 
way  that  was  abandoned  half  a  century  ago. 


Irrigation  projects  under  consideration  for  India 
involve  about  10,000,000  acres  of  land. 


A  combined  postcard  and  letter  sheet  is  a  ]\Iich- 
igan  inventor’s  idea,  the  latter  folding  against  the 
former  and  being  sealed  with  a  gummed  flap. 

By  photography  with  a  vibrating  lens  an ‘Eng¬ 
lish  scientist  has  timed  a  lightning  flash  at  one- 
nineteenth  of  a  second. 


In  Thibet  native  gold  miners  leave  nuggets  in¬ 
tact  or  replace  them  if  disturbed  in  the  belief  that 
they  are  the  parents  of  dust  and  spangles. 


On  a  dairy  farm  conducted  by  a  European  city 
cows  are  milked  in  the  fields  by  electrical  machines 
that  are  supplied  with  current  through  cables. 


A  lever  arm  lifts  the  top  of  a  new  range  and 
holds  it  out  of  the  way  when  a  fire  is  to  be  fixed. 


A  nut  cracker  has  been  invented  that  will  crack 
three  nuts  at  once. 


An  aerial  rudder  helps  to  steer  a  French  racing 
automobile  and  lessens  its  skidding. 


At  least  100  different  species  of  oysters  are  kno%\  n 
to  scientists. 


In  a  London  bird  school  panx)ts  aiv  tauglit  to 
talk  with  phonographs. 
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FEW  GOOD  ITEMS 


CHINA’S  NEW  PRESIDENT. 

Hsu  Shi  Chang  was  inaugurated  President  of 
China  on  October  10  in  the  presence  of  members  of 
the  Cabinet  and  of  the  Parliament,  according  to  an 
Associated  Press  cable.  A  reception  followed,  at 
which  members  of  the  Diplomatic  Corps  tendered 
their  congratulations. 


STRONG  WOMAN. 

A  young  woman  wwking  in  overalls  at  the  North¬ 
ern  Pacific  freight  house,  Baeth,  Mont.,  can  pick  up 
a  900-pound  piano  with  her  truck  and  run  off  with 
it  as  readily  as  most  of  the  readers  of  this  paper  can 
pick  up  and  walk  off  with  a  ten-pound  suit-case.  In 
her  working  clothes  she  resembles  a  sixteen-year-old 
boy,  but  dressed  as  a  woman,  she  is  very  much  a 
woman,  and  a  young  woman  of  prepossessing  ap- 
'  pearance  too.  She  weighs  only  about  130  pounds,  is 
5  feet  4  inches  tall  and  has  feet  and  hands  smaller 
|IL  than  those  of  the  average  woman. 

Yet,  her  foreman  says,  she  is  as  efficient  a  "‘truck- 
r  er”  as  any  man. 

w 

YOUNG  WAR  VETERAN. 

I  Wounded  and  invalided  back  to  America  before  he 
I  was  16  years  old,  is  the  record  of  John  Walker  Bur- 

I  ley,  a  son  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  C.  B.  Burley  of  Lynch- 

I  burg,  Va.  Enlisting  in  June,  1917,  one  month  before 
I  he  was  fifteen  years  old,  young  Burley  went  in  Sep- 
I  tember  of  that  year  to  Camp  McClellan  with  Com¬ 
pany  E,  1st  Virginia  Infantry.  Later  he  was  with 
I  the  company  when  it  was  merged  into  Company  L., 
I  116th  Infantry. 

Last  March  he  was  one  of  twelve  men  picked  from 
I  that  company  to  go  to  France.  Arriving  there,  he 
I  was  assigned  to  the  60th  Engineers  and  later  to  the 
6th  Infantry.  In  July  he  was  wounded  and  Sept. 
I  10  he  arrived  at  Camp  Stuart,  Newport  News.  From 
I '  there  he  was  transferred  to  the  post  hospital  at 
=  Plattsburg  Barracks,  N.  Y.  His  mother  will  go  to 
I  Plattsburg  to  see  him  as  soon  as  she  is  permitted 
I  to  do  so  by  the  authorities  there. 


When  the  court  said  it  would,  the  jurors  took  up  a 
collection.  One  of  the  jurors  found  himself  without 
funds  and  Stumian  loaned  him  the  money. 


A  BIG  FROG  FARM. 

William  Waddington  is  the  possessor  of  six  large 
tracts  of  land  in  the  Illinois  bottoms  on  the  Missis¬ 
sippi  River,  a  little  south  of  St.  Louis,  and  has  dealt 
extensively  in  the  frog  business.  Much  of  those 
bottom  lands  are  marshy  and  swampy  and  unfitted 
for  agricultural  purposes. 

Many  years  ago  Mr.  Waddington  conceived  the 
idea  of  “frog  farming,”  and  after  cleaning  up  the 
swamp  lands  with  the  improved  scrapers  and  in¬ 
closing  several  hundred  acres  with  a  strong  wire 
fence  and  othei-wise  beaiiti^dng  the  grounds  sur¬ 
rounding  these  marshy  places,  he  soon  became  the 
possessor  'of  a  huge  frog  farm. 

Convinced  that  he  had  the  grounds,  and  the  fresh 
spring  water,  he  was  determined  to  experiment  in 
the  breeding,  raising  and  selling  of  the  delicious 
amphibious  animals.  He  made  a  trip  to  Paris  and 
there  investigated  the  propagating  and  handling  of 
this  pa'latable  luxury.  He  made  arrangements  to 
have  shipped  to  him  twenty-hve  French  bulls  and 
seventy-five  female  frogs,  which  landed  in  good  or¬ 
der  and' condition  at  St.  Louis.  From  there  they 
were  conveyed  to  his  froggery  in  the  Illinois  bottoms 
and  turned  loose  to  roam  over  the  placid  waters  that 
sparkled  far  and  wide. 

In  less  than  a  year  the  foreign  stock  had  complete-  < 
ly  driven  the  native  breed  from  the  swamps  and  he 
was  shipping  the  “French”  article  to  St.  Louis  and 
Chicago.  He  had  a  contract  with  several  packing 
and  slaughtering  houses  for  the  offal,  which  was 
hauled  to  the  different  froggeries.  Stale  bread  and 
broken  crackers  were  also  used  in  feeding,  besides 
the  innumerable  insects  and  water  wiggins  that 
abound  in  such  damp  and  marshy  districts.  It  was 
a  sight  to  see  thousands  of  these  frogs  jumping  to 
their  accustomed  places  at  feeding  time.  They  were 
fed  twice  a  day.  When  the  first  came  into  the  mar¬ 
ket  they  sold  as  high  as  $2  per  dozen,  but  the  price 
fluctuated  according  to  the  demand,  and  sometimes 
dropped  as  low  as  50  cents,  but  would  average  $1 
per  dozen  through  the  season. 

During  the  winter  months  they  would  disappear 
by  burying  themselves  in  the  mud  along  the  outer 
edge  of  the  lake  or  swamp.  It  requires  a  French 
frog  about  three  months  to  mature — that  is  to  say, 
large  enough  to  market,  but  they  become  full  grown 
at  the  age  of  six  months,  while  the  American  frog 
requires  fully  eight  months,  and  then  is  not  more 
than  three-quarters  the  size  of  the  French  animal — 
the  latter  a  most  beautiful  yellowish-green  color, 
with  golden  spots  all  over  his  body. 


JURY  PAYS  FINE. 

A  jury  before  City  Recorder  J.  J.  Dowd  of  South 
San  Francisco,  Cal.,  recently,  after  finding  J.  T. 
Page  guilty  of  disturbing  the  peace,  paid  his  fine  of 
$25.  According  to  Page’s  story,  he  was  in  a  saloon 
owned  by  Charles  Sturman  when  C.  C.  Lind,  the  bar- 
t^.nder,  he  said,  insulted  the  flag.  Page  sought  to 
make  Lind  kiss  the  flag  in  apology.  Lind  refused 
and  Page  struck  him.  Sturman  caused  Page’s  arrest 
on  a  charge  of  disturbing  the  peace. 

I),  K.  fhiiley,  foreman  of  the  jury,  asked  the  court 
if  it  would  logical  for  the  jury  to  pay  Page’s  fine. 
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The  first  diamond  discovered  in  Griqualand,  South 
Africa,  was  found  by  the  children  of  a  Dutch 
farmer,  who  for  a  time  used  it  for  a  plaything:. 
The  stone  was  sent  to  Cape  Town,  where  its  true 
nature  was  recognized,  and  it  was  subsequently  sent 
,  to  Paris,  where  it  sold  for  $2,500.  Researches  in 
the  region  soon  followed,  and  diamonds  were  un¬ 
earthed  in  various  places  in  Griqualand  West,  with 
the  result  that  forty-seven  years  ago  the  country  of 
the  Griquas,  a  mixed  race  sprung  from.  Dutch  set¬ 
tlers  and  native  women,  was  formally  annexed  by 
Great  Britain.  Diamond  hunting  w^as  at  first  con¬ 
fined  tO/  the  banks  of  the  Vail  River,  but  in  the  year 
of  the  British  occupation  mines  were  opened  in  the 
locality  known  as  “dry  digging,”  which  later  be¬ 
came  known  as  Kimberley. 


GOOD  CURRENT  NEWS  ARTICLES 

A  tiny  bear  cub  named  Fairbanks  has  been  sent 
by  the  people  of  this  district  to  the  Alaskan  draftees 
in  training  for  service  at  Fort  Gibbon,  Alaska.  The 
cub  was  caught  in  the  woods  near  Fairbanks,  Alaska, 
and  the  soldiers  have  agreed  to  keep  the  bear,  and, 
if  possible,  take  him  overseas  with  them. 


Tw'elve  son^  in  active  service  is  the  record  of  R. 
H.  Windslow,  a  negro  preacher  of  Rayville,  La. 
Eight  sons  enlisted  before  the  enactment  of  the  se¬ 
lective  service  law  and  the  other  four  are  in  the  Na¬ 
tional  Army.  Two  of  the  soldiers  are  twins,  the 
last  three  triplets. 


Mrs.  G.  W.  Wright,  of  near  Mount  Vernon,.  Ky., 
has  picked  a  box  of  blossoms  from  an  apple  tree 
in  her  orchard.  The  tree  is  in  full  bloom  and  the 
blossoms  are  as  fragrant  as  they  are  in  the  spring. 
This  is  not  an  uncommon  occurrence,  but  is  said 
to  be  a  sure  sign  that  the  tree  that  blooms  in  the 
fall  wall  die. 


Growers  are  reporting  nhenomenallv  large  Bart¬ 
lett  pears  at  Hood  River,  Ore.  Several  orchard- 
ists  have  brought  in  specimens  of  this  va¬ 
riety,  usually  averaging  about  a  quarter  of  a  pound, 
that  weighed  .a  pound.  One  or  tw- o  monsters  have 
tipped  the  scales  at  twenty  ounces.  All  varieties  of 
fruit  are  running  to  large  sizes  this  season. 


No  more  music  written  by  living  or  dead  German 
composers  will  be  performed  by  members  of  the 
Kansas  City  Musical  Club  for  the  duration  of  the 
war,  it  was  announced  the  other  day.  This  ban 
against  another  “made-in-Germany”  product  was 
decreed  by  this  city’s  oldest  and  largest  musical  or¬ 
ganization.  The  action  was  a  resolution  adopted  in 
a  general  meeting  of  the  club  and  drew  objections 
from  a  number  of  the  members  w^ho  had  studied 
music  in  Germany,  but  these  were  w'ithdrawn  as 
the  sentiment  favoring  it  became  more  pronounced.  * 


GRINS  AND  CHUCKLES 

He — Which  do  you  prefer  this  weather — lemonade 
or  champagne?  She— It  all  depends.  He — On  what? 
She — On  who  pays  for  it. 


“No,  Jack,  I’m  afraid  it’s  impossible.  We  should 
never  get  on  well  together.  You  know^  I  always  want 
my  own  way  so  much.”  “Well,  that’s  all  right,  v  You 
could  go  on  wanting  it  after  w^e  were  manded.” 


As  the  pleasant-faced  woman  passed  the  corner 
Harris  touched  his  hat  to  her  and  remarked  to  his 
companion :  “Ah,  my  boy ;  I  owe  a  great  deal  to  that 
woman.”  “Your  mother?”  was  the  queiy.  “No; 
myjandlady.” 


“I  s’pose  John  is  still  takin’  life  easy,”  said  the 
woman  in  the  spring  wagon.  “Yes,”  answered  the 
woman  who  was  carrying  an  armful  of  wood.  “John 
has  only  two  regrets  in  life.  One  is  that  he  has  to 
wake  up  to  eat,  an’  the  other  is  that  he  has  to  quit 
eatin’  to  sleep.” 


Repairs  were  taking  place  at  an  English  cathedral, 
and  the  dean,  a  very  pompous  clergyman,  came  in  to 
see  how  the  w'orkmen  were  getting  on.  One  of  the 
men,  a  caiqDenter,  took  no  notice  of  him,  and  the 
dean,  who  thought  that  the  man  should  have  lifted 
his  cap  respectfully,  said:  “Do  you  know,  sir,  I  am 
dean  of  this  cathedral?”  “Are  you,  really?”  said 
the  workman.  •  “Prety  good  job,  too,  I  should  think. 
Take  care  you  don’t  lose  it.” 


The  teacher  of  a  certain  school  received  the  fol¬ 
lowing  note  explaining  the  absence  of  one  of  her 
pupils  the  day  before:  ‘Plese  excooze  Henry  for  nlv 
sents  yesterday.  Him  an’  me  got  a  chance  of  a  ride 
I  to  a  funeral  in  a  carriage,  an’  T  let  him  stay  home  as 
he  had  never  rode  in  a  carriage  an’  never  went  tt'  a 
funeral,  nor  had  many  other  plea;iires.  So  ploso 
excoze.’ 
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A  GALLANT  RESCUE. 


By  Col.  Ralph  Fenton 


T-here  seemed  to  be  a  more  than  ordinary  bustle 
and  excitement  upon  one  of  the  wharfs  of  San 
Francisco  one  morning  in  the  year  1850. 

Since  daybreak  the  “Blue  Peter“  had  been  flying 
from  the  mast  of  the  steamer  Golden  Star,  running 
to  Panama,  and  already  the  engineers  had  begun 
to  raise  the  steam. 

This  in  itself  was  not  so  unusual  an  occurrence 
as  to  cause  so  much  interest  among  the  bystanders, 
but  the  fact  was  that,  in  spite  of  the  precautions 
used  to  prevent  it,  a  rumor  had  got  abroad  that  over 
half  a  million  dollars’  value  of  gold  formed  part  of 
her  cargo. 

The  first  excitement  caused  by  the  discovery  of 
gold  in  the  State  had  not  yet  subsided;  emigrants 
were  pouring  in  from  all  quarters,  but  few  had  yet 
begun  to  return,  and  at  ten  o’clock,  which  was  the 
hour  fixed  for  the  steamer  to  sail,  the  total  number 
of  passengers  amounted  to  two. 

These  were  an  old  gentleman  named  Ashton  and 
his  only  daughter. 

His  daughter  was  a  mostj  beautiful  girl  of  not 
more  than  eighteen. 

Just  as  the  gangways  were  being  hauled  in,  and 
the  hawsers  cast  off,  a  young  man  broke  through 
the  crowd,  and  making  his  way  to  where  the  cap¬ 
tain  was  standing,  asked  if  he  would  allow  him  to 
v.'ork  his  passage  to  the  Isthmus. 

A  fresher  specimen  of  a  broth  of  a  boy  from  the 
old  sod  is  seldom  seen. 

The  captain  willingly  granted  his  request  at  once. 
Ke  was  very  short-handed,  and  as  he  cast  his  eyes 
upon  the  men  comprising  his  crew  a  shade  of  anxiety 
came  upon  his  face.  With  the  exception  of  the 
officers  they  were  all  green  hands,  and  a  more 
villainous-looking  set  it  would  be  hard  to  fipd. 

The  young  Irishman,  who  gave  his  name  as  Mike 
!Mahoncy,  was  placed  as  assistant  to  the  cook,  and 
in  an  hour  or  two  the  captain  had  probably  for¬ 
gotten  his  very  existence. 

For  more  than  four  days  after  passing  the  Golden 
Gate  no  sign  of  any  mutinous  feeling  could  be  seen 
among  the  crew,  and  the  officers  began  to  hope  their 
fears  had  been  without  foundation. 

For  some  time  Mike  Mahoney  had  been  trying 
to  get  a  -"hance  to  say  a-  word  in  private  to  the  cap¬ 
tain,  but  this  it  seemed  impossible  to  do. 

At  last  he  plucked  up  courage,  and,  advancing  to 
whei’e  the  captain  stood  on  deck,  made  a  shame- 
bow  and  pulled  the  forelock  of  his  hair  re- 
npf‘<sif  ally. 

'  Av  ye  plase,  sir,”  he  said,  “wmd  ye  be  after 
lettin'  me  spake  wid  ye  for  a  minute  or  two?” 

‘.'Well,  say  away,”  the  captain  answered.  “What 

i§  It?” 

*•]{  ir.  s/i:nedhir:g  of  importance  that  I  wish  to  tell 


you  alone.”  The  captain  started  back  in  utter  sur¬ 
prise  at  the  sudden  difference  in  the  tone  and  voice 
of  the  speaker.  He  could  see  in  an  instant  from 
the'earnest  look  upon  the  young  man’s  face  that  the 
request  was  no  idle  one.  * 

“Come  to  my  cabin  in  half  an  hour,”  he  said.' 

When  at  the  time  appointed  Mike  presented  him¬ 
self,  he  found  the  captain  seated  at  the  table  with 
a  decanter  of  wine  before  him. 

He  was  evidently  curious  to  learn  the  nature  of 
the  young  Irishman’s  communication,  but  hai-dly 
had  the  door  been  closed  upon  his  entrance  than  it 
was  again  thrown  open,  and  the  first  and  secopd 
mate,  accompanied  by  half  a  dozen  or  more  of  tlie 
crew,  rushed  into  the  cabin. 

Before  Mike  could  utter  a  word  one  of  the  sailors 
had  seized  hiim  by  the  throat,  while  the  two  officers 
caught  his  arms  so  that  to  move  was  impossible. 

The  next  instant,  however,  two  heavy  blows  from 
behind  felled  the  two  officers  senseless  to  the  floor, 
and  the  captain  also  found  his  arms  pinioned  to  his 
side. 

“What  is  the  meaning  of  this?”  he  gasped. 

“It  means,”  one  of  the  men  answered,  with  a 
hoarse  laugh,  “that  the  ship  is  ours,  and  you  are 
all  our  prisoners.” 

While  he  was  speaking  himself  and  his  compan¬ 
ions  had  been  busy  lashing  the  captain’s  hands  and 
feet  firmly  together  as  well  as  those  of  the  young 
Irishman  and  the  two  officers,  who  wero  beginning 
to  slowly  recover  from  the  effects  of  the  blow  dealt 
them.  / 

There  was  need  for  no  explanation  now  that  the 
steamer  and  the  treasure  were  in  the  hands  of  the 
mutineers. 

With  one  of  the  mutineers  holding  a  loaded  re- 
volyer  on  either  side  of  them,  the  engineers  were 
forced  to  keep  the  engines  working,  while  the  ves¬ 
sel’s  course  was  changed  in  the  direction  of  the 
islands  of  the  Pacific. 

The  prisoners  were  at  once  confined  in  separate 
cabins,  and  those  of  the  mutineers  who  were  not 
on  duty  assembled  in  the  main  cabin  to  carouse  over 
the  success  of  their  nefarious  scheme. 

The  stateroom  allotted  to  Miss  Ashton  opened 
from  the  main  cabin  in  which  the  debauch  was  tak¬ 
ing  place,  and  every  word  they  uttered  could  be 
distinctly  overheard  by  the  young  girl. 

“The  girl  is  mine,”  she  heard  one  of  the  ruffians 
say.  “I  am  willing  to  give  up  my  share  of  the 
swag,  but  the  girl  I  will  have.” 

“The  deuce  you  say!’  struck  in  another;  “the  girl 
is  just  as  much  public  property  as  the  rest  of  the 
cargo,  and  we’ll  have  to  throw  for  the  chance  to 
court  her  first.” 

The  proposition  seemed  to  be  received  more  favor¬ 
ably,  and  she  could  hear  the  rattle  of  the  dice,  min¬ 
gling  with  the  clink  of  the  glasses,  and  the  foul 
oaths  that  were  proceeding  from  their  lips. 

As  she  listened,  a  determination  came  over  her 
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to  die  by  her  own  act,  if  needs  be,  before  the  hand 
of  one  of  the  miscreants  should  touch  her. 

The  conversation  of  the  wretches  in  the  outer 
cabin  had  told  her  that  her  father  had  also  been 
made  a  prisoner,  and  that  his  life,  like  the  rest, 
had  been  spared  for  the  present,  in  view  of  a  storm 
or  other  emergency  arising,  when  their  help  would 
be  required  to  assist  in  working  the  vessel. 

From  their  words  she  could  gather  the  exact  posi¬ 
tion  of  the  cabins  where  they  were  confined,  and 
the  thought  flashed  through  her  mind  that  if  she 
were  once  at  liberty  she  could  also  set  them  free. 

Looking  all  around,  such  an  idea  seemed  worse 
than  hopeless,  as  the  only  window  in  the  cabin 
was  hardly  wide  enough  to  admit  of  a  cat  passing 
through. 

Suddenly  the  remembrance  came  to  her  mind  that 
a  large  bowie-knife  her  father  had  been  used  to 
carry  in  the  rough  state  of  life  in  the  mines  had 
been  placed  in  a  small  satchel  which  stood  in  the 
comer  of  the  cabin. 

It  was  only  a  lucky  chance,  but  at  the  time  it 
seemed  to  her  to  be  little  less  than  a  special  inter¬ 
position  of  Providence  in  her  behalf. 

By  this  time  it  was  beginning  to  grow  dark.  This 
was  another  fact  in  her  favor,  and  seizing  the  large, 
keen-edged  blade,  with  the  energy  of  desperation 
she  began  to  hack  at  the  woodwork  surrounding  the 
small  sash. 

Every  moment  in  an  agony  of  terror  she  expected 
that  the  ruffians  in  the  outer  cabin  would  open  the 
door  and  surprise  her  in  the  act. 

At  last,  however,  she  had  enlarged 'the  aperture 
enough  to  squeeze  her  body  through,  and  with  an. 
earnest  feeling  of  gratitude  she  at  last  stood  upon 
the  deck,  with  the  cool  night  wind  fanning  her  brow. 

With  an  unworded  prayer  throbbing  from  her 
heart,  she  crept  along  the  shadow  to  the  cabins 
where  the  prisoners  were  confined. 

Without  being  discovered,  she  reached  the  door, 
but  then  a  circumstance  not  thought  of  before 
flashed  through  her  mind,  causing  a  feeling  of  utter 
despair. 

The  doors  were  locked  and  she  had  no  key  to 
open  them.. 

She  stood  for  an  instant  or  two  overwhelmed  by 
this  unexpected  frustration  of  her  plan,  and  then, 
with  a  feeling  of  desperation  she  turned  and  entered 
the  captain’s  cabin,  the  door  of  which  stood  ajar. 

Her  good  angel  must  have  been  guiding  her  ac¬ 
tions,  for  it  was  empty,  while  on  the  table  lay  a 
bunch  of  keys. 

Seizing  them,  she  again  made  her  way  to  the  cabin 
here  the  prisoners  were  confined,  and  in  an  instant 
the  lock  of  the  first  was  turned,  and  the  door  swung 
open  on  its  hinges. 

It  chanced  to  be  that  of  the  young  Irishman,  and 
in  another  second  or  two  the  ropes  securing  him 
wcTP  cut,  and  he  stood  at  liberty. 

A  rapid  motion  of  his  hand  and  a  pair  of  false 


gums  fastened  in  his  mouth  were  taken  out,  chang¬ 
ing  the  whole  expression  of  his  face  in  a  moment. 

Never  was  metamorphosis  more  complete.  The 
Hibernian’s  expressian  had  vanished,  and  the  girl, 
with  a  little  gasping  cry  of  mingled  joy  and  incred¬ 
ulity,  exclaimed: 

“Am  I  dreaming?  Charles!” 

“Yes,  my  darling,”  he  answered  hurriedly,  “your 
own  Charles,  who  loves  you  better  than  his  life.” 

There  were,  however,  but  little  time  for  explana¬ 
tions  or  tender  speeches,  and  without  any  loss  of 
time  the  remaining  cabins  were  opened  and  the 
inmates  set  at  liberty. 

Leaving  the  heroic  girl,  whom  the  reaction  of  the 
agitation  she  had  undergone  was  beginning  to  over¬ 
power,  in  the  captain’s  cabin,  the  four  released  cap¬ 
tives  and  the  ex-Irish  boy  crept  away  in  the  dark¬ 
ness  toward  the  engine-room. 

Crawling  stealthily  upon  the  mutineers  on  guard, 
they  sprang  upon  them,  and  before  their  amazement 
.would  permit  them  to  utter  a  word  their  weapons 
were  wrested  from  them  and  they  were  made  pris¬ 
oners. 

Then,  with  the  captured  revolvers  in  their  hands, 
they  made  their  way  to  the  doors  of  the  cabin  in 
which  the  remaining  ruffians  were  still  deep  in  their 
debauch,  and,  standing  on  the  threshold  with  the 
weapons  leveled,  barred  all  means  of  egress. 

The  mutineers,  taken  wholly  bj^  surprise,  and 
muddled  by  the  liquor  they  had  been  drinking,  were 
unable  to  offer  any  resistance,  and  went  down  before 
the  deadly  aim  of  the  three  officers  and  their  two 
companions  like  sheep  in  the  shambles. 

Out  of  the  fourteen  or  fifteen  in  the  saloon  when 
the  fight  commenced,  but  five  remained  to  be  placed 
in  irons  when  it  was  ended. 

The  steamer  was  again  headed  on  its  original 
course,  and  the  following  morning  a  steamer  bound 
for  San  Francisco  came  in  sight,  from  which  enough 
men  were  procured  to  work  the  vessel  to  its  des¬ 
tination,  which  it  reached  in  less  than  a  week  after¬ 
ward. 

As  for  the  so-called  Mike  Mahoney,  his  real  name 
was  Charles  Harper,  and  he  had  loved  Miss  Ash¬ 
ton  since  she  was  a  child.  Her  father  had  not  ap¬ 
proved  of  the  match,  however,  and  the  young  man 
had  started  for  California  to  try  in  that  land  of  for¬ 
tunes  to  gain  one  that  would  enable  him  to  aspire, 
without  the  charge  of  presumption,  to  the  hand  of 
the  girl  he  loved. 

Having  leamed  that  she  and  her  father  were  to 
return  home  in  the  Golden  Star,  and  knowing  the 
character  of  the  crew,  he  had  assumed  the  char¬ 
acter  of  an  Irishman,  the  better  to  mix  with  them 
unsuspected,  and  fimstrate  tlieir  designs. 

All  is  well  that  ends  well,  however,  and  in  New 
York  papers  of  some  months  later  was  seen  tht 
notice  of  a  marriage,  in  which  a  Miss  Ashton  and 

Chailes  Harper  were  tlie  pai'ties  chiefly  inlei^ 
ested. 


•  T4  R  AND  CRCSCKNT 

rrzzi.K. 

Th«  pnxilr  1>  to  separate 
the  cue  star  frtnu  the 
Hv.ked  star  and  crrs(H-nt 
without  HSiDc  force.  Price, 
I*  cents;  S  for  *5  cents, 
by  mail,  postpaid. 


FRANK  >5HTH,  SSS  Lenox  \Te.,  New  Terk. 


POCKET  SIGNAL  CHART 

laternatiunRl  Morse  Code  on  one  side 
and  Semaphore  Code  cn  the  i 

other,  issued  with  booklet,  i 

-SIGNALING  I NSTRU CTIONS” 


By  the  use  of  this  Chari  with  its  rerolT- 
Ina  wheel  the  Codes  are  quickly  learned.  | 
After  a  brief  study  of  the  Chart,  signals  are  , 
read  and  yerihed  immediately.  Can  be  oper-  ! 
ated  with  one  baud  while  the  other  writes. 

This  is  the  Chart  in  use  by  Boy  SOouts, 
Olrl  Scoots,  Lone  Scouts  and  similar  orgaui- 
aations.  Boys’  and  Girls'  Clubs,  Schools, 
and  is  also  good  to  send  to  friends  in  our 
country’s  serrice. 

The  booklet  is  given  FREE  with  the  Chart. 

Send  15  Cents  and  we  win  send  you  the 
Chart  and  Booklet,  by  mail,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVIILTY  CO..  168  W.  23d  St.,  N.  T. 


ADAM’S  TEA8EU  PUZZLE. 

,.^^*  ** ,*  “ut  cracker.  The  way  to  do  It 
'^rn  the  top  of  the  two 
toward  you.  taking  hold  of  the 
hand.  Hold  firm 

fmn-r.*  *«“«  time 

motion  away  from  you. 

the  ‘^*r«ctlons  with 

pottpsld  * 

H-  F.  L.VNG,  1815  Centre  St.,  D’klyn,  N.  Y. 

GOOD  LUCK  GUN  FOB. 

Ihe  real  western  article 
carried  oy  the  cowboys.  It 
IS  made  of  fine  leather, 
with  a  highly  nickeled 
buckle.  The  holster  con¬ 
tains  a  metal  gun,  of  the 
same  pattern  as  those  used 
oy  all  the  most  famous 
scouts.  Any  boy  wearing 
one  of  these  fobs  will  at¬ 
tract  attention.  It  will 
give  him  an  air  of  western 
romance.  The  prettiest 
and  most  serviceable  watch 
fob  ever  made.  Send  for 
one  to-day.  Price  20  cents 
each  by  mail  postpaid. 

FRANK  SMITH.  883  Lenox  Ave..  N.  Y. 


BLACK-EY’E  JOKE. 

New  and  amusing  ^oker.  The 
Tictira  is  told  to  bold  the  tube 
close  to  his  eye  so  as  to  exclude 
all  light  from  the  back,  and  then 
to  remove  the  tube  until  pictures 
appear  in  the  center  In  trying 
to  locate  the  pictures  he  will  re¬ 
ceive  the  finest  black-eye  you 
ever  saw.  We  furnish  a  small 
box  of  blackening  preparation 
with  each  tube,  so  the  joke  can 
be  used  in  definitely.  Those  not 
in  the  trick  will  be  caught  every 
time.  Absolutely  harmless.  Price,  by  mall. 
15c  each ;  2  for  25c. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  168  W.  28d  St..  N.  Y. 


willard-johnson  prize-fight 

PUZZLE,  I 

j§  **  Four  strips  of  cardboard,  I 

each  three  inches  by  one  i 
(UMiiO  and  a  half  Inches,  showing  I 

LA  Willard  and  Johnson  in  ] 

various  absurd  postures, 
yf  A  u  solution  in  the  puzzle 

^  ^  lies  in  so  arranging  the 

strips  that  they  show  Wil¬ 
lard  in  the  complete  picture,  the  heavy¬ 
weight  champion.  Price  10c,  by  mall,  post¬ 
paid,  with  directions. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  168  W.  23d  St.,  N.  Y. 


OLD  COINS  WANTED 

$2  to  $600  EACH  paid  for  Hundreds  of 
Loins  dated  before  1895  Keep  ALL  oM 
Money.  \ou  may  have  Coins  worth  a 
Large  Premium.  Send  $10c.  for  New 
Illustrated  Voln  Value  Book  slxe  1x6. 
Get  Posted  at  Once. 

Cl.AltKE  COIN  CO.,  Hox  35,  Le  Roy,  N.  X, 

•BKRIPP  BAIXiK 

IV  1th  this  badge  at¬ 
tached  to  your  coat  ox 
vest  you  cau  show  tha 
boys  that  you  are  a 
•herlff,  and  If  they 
don’t  bohare  t  b  «  m- 
selves  you  might  lock 
them  up.  It  Is  a  besull- 
ful  nickel-plated  badge. 
2*4  by  2’^  Incbea  in 
size,  with  the  words 
‘•Sheriff  23.  By  Heck” 
IB  nickel  letters  OB  the  face  of  it.  with  s  pla 
on  the  back  for  attaching  It  to  your  cloth- 
log.  Send  for  one  and  have  some  fun  with 
the  boys. 

Price  IK  cents,  or  f  for  4t  cents;  sent  by 
mall,  postpaid. 

C.  BEHR.  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 

trCKT  PENNY  POCKET  PIECE. 

Tills  liaudsouic 
piece  Is  made  of  oiu- 
m  1  u  u  m,  resembuug 
somewhat  in  size  and 
appearance  a  silver 
dollar,  in  the  center 
of  the  pocket  piece  le 
a  new  one-cent  U.  S. 
coin.  Inserted  in  such 
a  way  that  it  cannot 
be  lemoved.  (U.  8. 

law  s  prevent  our 
-  allowing  this  coin  In 

our  engraving).  On  one  side  of  the  pocket 
piece  are  the  words,  “Lucky  penuy  pocket 
piece;  I  bring  good  luck,”  and  the  design 
of  a  horseshoe.  On  the  opposite  side,  ”1  am 
your  mascot.’'  ’’Keep  me  and  never  go 
broke.”  and  two  sprigs  of  four-leafed  clover. 
These  handsome  pocket  pieces  are  believed 
by  many  to  be  harbingers  of  good  luck. 

Price  12  cents;  8  for  30  cents;  by  mall, 
postpaid. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St..  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 

MARVELOUS  MEMORY  TRICK. 

This  amusing  and  In¬ 
teresting  trick  is  per¬ 
formed  with  five  cards 
containing  100  squares, 
which  contain  100  dif¬ 
ferent  numbers.  The 
performer  can  Instantly 
name  a  series  of  six  fig¬ 
ures  at  a  moment’s  notice  by  request  of 
any  spectator.  The  most  marvelous  feat  of 
mlnd-readlug  ever  invented.  So  easy  that 
a  child  could  perform  the  trick.  Price  JOc. 
by  mail  postpaid,  with  directions. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  168  W.  23d  St..  N.  Y. 
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« MYSTERY  MAGAZINE” 


PUBUSBLED  SEMI-MONTHLY.  10  CENTS  A  COPY 

Handsome  Colored  Covers — <8  Pages  of  Reading — Great 
Autkors — Famous  Artists — Fine  Presswork 

It  contains  exciting  and  mysterious  detective  stories, 
aketebes,  novelettes,  serials  and  a  large  amount  of  other 
interesting  matter.  Order  a  cony  from  this  list. 

- laATEST  ISSUES - 

Ns. 

U  THE  VOICE  OF  THE  VAL- 
LET,  by  Robert  Carltsn 

Brown.  _ 

12  THE  SION  OF  THE  SEVEN 
SHAKES.  by  Chas.  F. 

Ouraler. 

U  L2-OEK  A  MASK,  by  CrU- 
fi»Bd«n  Marriott. 

14  LABE  4,444  A  Detective 

b.'.ry  by  iLadya  Ba.l. 

15  Af'ifcK  A  MILLION  A  Oe 

tw-jjT.’  .-f  *,rT,  by  I'u.lce 

<.op(a.ii  Howard. 

M  A  ,  so  niE  HI.  K 

TKiA.^.OLK.  by  LTxarlee 
i  wiLjfj  OorvGr. 

“r.  1',  K  <  A*«E  OF  fArlAI.N 
/■  ,  K  ’  K,  by  R«  dfleid 

' 

trmjkiHi.  TOLSKV,  Fabllsbor.  IM  W.  tSd  lU.  Nww  Terk  CBy. 


**  Moving  Piciure  Slones” 

A  Weekly  Magazine  Devoted  to  Photoplays  and  Players 


PRICE  SIX  CENTS  PER  COPY 

THE  BEST  FILM  MAGAZINE  ON  EARTH 

32  Pages  of  Reading.  Magnificent  Colored  Cover  Portraits 

of  Prominent  Performers.  Out  Every  Friday. 

Each  number  coutaius  Five  Stories  of  the  Best  Films  ou  the 
Screens — Elegant  Haii-loue  Scenes  from  the  Piays — lnleie»tin„' 
Articles  About  Promiuent  People  lu  the  Films — Doings  ol 
Actors  and  Actresses  in  lUe  Stuuios  and  While  i’leture-iuuKxng— 
Lessons  lu  Scenario  W  riting. 

TUlb  LITTLE  MAGAZINE  GlVEb  VOU  MORE  FOR  YUUi: 
MONEY  THAN  ANY  OTHER  SIMILAR  PUB¬ 
LICATION  ON  i'UE  MARKET  1 

Its  authors  are  the  very  best  that  money  cun  procure;  its  pro 
fuse  lllusiratiuiis  are  exquisite,  and  Its  special  articles  are  by 
the  greatest  experts  iu  their  particular  line. 

Buy  a  copy  Now  from  your  newsdealer,  ur  send  us  6  cents  In 
money  or  postage  stamps,  aud  we  will  mull  you  any  number 
you  desire. 


j  HARRY  E.  WOLF,  Pub„  166  W.  23d  SU  New  York  City. 


No. 

18  T  H  E  B  IKD-HEADBD 
SPHINX,  by  Edith  Sessions 
Tapper. 

18  A  DOUBLE  MYSTERY,  by 
Dr.  Harry  Eaton. 

20  THE  MAGICIAN  DETEC¬ 

TIVE,  by  Charles  Fulton 
Oureler. 

21  KING  COBRA  MTSTERl. 

b>  George  Gilbert. 

22  THE  HAUNTED  CORRI¬ 

DORS.  by  Wtlilana  Hanalilon 
Osborne. 

K  NO  MAN’S  MAN.  by  Max¬ 
well  Smith. 

24  THE  TKKVOR  PUZZLE, 
by  T  C.  Harbaugh. 


Throw 


ta*c>the  ccllu-.Uadar 
tue  b«d  or  any  whera. 

ibeVentrilo  > 

which  fita  Into  tha  u 
mouth,  will  onabla  ^ 
yon  to  fool  all  yonr 

10  cts 

with  Initmctioat. 

>  ARDhE  Pab.  Co. 
Box  L  Stamford  Conn. 


REDUCE  WEIGHT  EASILY 


No  more  worry  about  your  over-stoutnes*.  Take  Oil  of  ^ 
Korein,  follow  the  simple,,  health -improving  Korein  system 
and  it  is  positively  guaranteed  you  will  lose  10  to  60  pounds  k 
or  even  more — whatever  amount  of  superfluous  fat  you  need  J 
to  be  rid  of —or  this  self  treatment  will  cost  you  nothing.  We  ■ 
offer  $100.00  Cash  Guarantee  I  It  is  in  every  box.  ^ 

Measure  and  weigh  yourself  now;  watch  the  delightful 
steady  reduction.  Become  healthier,  younger  in  appearance, 
■more  active  and  attractive ;  gain  real  beauty. 

This  method  is  also  guaranteed  to  be  perfectly  harmless.  Oil 
of  Korein  is  not  a  laxative;  contains  no  thyroid— but  is  a  vege- 
talized  oil  containing  genuine  fucus  vssiculosus,  an  ingredient 
obtained  from  certain  seaweeds.  Those  who  follow  Korein  system 
are  astonished  at  the  reduction  —  after  all 
else  fails.  Recommended  by  physicians. 


Write  QtiicH 


A  prominent  Philadelphian,  George  Reynolds,  Walton  Av¬ 
enue,  lost  20  lbs.  the  first  month  and  continued  using  Oil  of 
Korein,  massaging  himself  daily,  until  he  reduced  64  lbs. 
Mrs.  J.  B.  Hansen,  Pl^ttsville,  reduced  20  lbs.  in  less  than  2 
months.  Mrs.  L.  C.  Patrick,  Nilard,  wanted  to  reduce  8  lbs. 
^  and  did  so  in  two  weeks.  Miss  Ray  lost  69  lbs.  An  Albany 
A  business  man,  F.  G.  Drew,  lost  56  lbs.  in  3  months.  IMany 
W  say  “fat  seems  to  melt  away,”  or  “measurements  decrease 
r  like  magic,”  etc.  Legions  o£  voluntary  testimonials. 

Don’t  carry  the  tedious  burden  of  unhealthy  fat.  Become 
slender  and  attractive  by  this  superior  easy  method.  Amaze 
yourself  and  friends.  Increase  your  efficiency! 

Oil  of  Korein  comes  in  capsules,  easy  to  take.  Buy  a  small 
box  at  any  busy  pharmacy;  or  the  druggist  will  get  it  for  you. 
Or,  write  us  and  wo  will  mail  you  a  box  in  plain  wrapper, 
which  you  may  pay  for  when  it  comes  to  you.  onnHBIl 
Begin  reducing  now!  Become  thin  and  stay  so!  IT fY IT  11  f J 


"  h,p.  Motor  ra 

I  Bm  soing  to  elv«  this  recular,  gasoline 
propelled,  motor  driven  automobile  to  some  ^ 
bo^  oi  girl  just  for  spending  a  lictlc-  spare  tjmo  among  m 
neighbors  and  friends.  Runs  ^  miles  per  hour;  holds  ma 
two  peoo’.e:  especially  built  and  designed  for  boys  and 
girls.  It  looks  like  a  $2000.00  racing  automobile;  has  tg 
up-to-date  wire  wheels;  non-tkid  tires;  powerful  gas-  B 
I  oUne  engine;  runs  60  miles  on  a  gallon  of  gasolTne,  OT 
I  It  will  take  yon  quickly  and  safely  everywhere.  B 
I  1  also  give  dozens  of  other  prises.  Kurry— write  B 
K  quick— at  once  and  I  will  send  you  my  easy  plan  B 
H  for  earning  this  1200.00  automobile  and  Other  JB 
H  grand  prizes. 

wK  X)oa’t  eend  any  money  but  rush  ^ 
your  ffame  and  Adareda  Quick 

%  CY  SEYMOUR  AUTO  CO 
73  Batavia.  Illinois 


KOREIN  CO.,  NL-103,  Sta.  F.,  New  York 


Here  Is  our  New  Style  E.  D.  L.  Phonograph — the  latest  improvement 
— without  the  horn.  The  lightest,  most  durable  and  compact  practical 
phonograph  ever  produced.  It  is  beautifully  finished,  tone  arm  black 
japanned,  nickel  winding  crank,  accurately  constructed,  smooth  running 
spring  motor,  which  plays  2  to  3  records  at  one  winding,  speed  regu¬ 
lator,  stop  lever  and  tclt-covered  turn  table.  New  improved  sound  box 
with  mica  diaphragm,  which  make  perfect  reprodut^tionsof  all  kinds  of 
music— band  pieces,  talking  pieces,  instrumental,  orchestra,  vocal,  etc. 

Plays  Any  Disc  Record 

Up  to  7  inches,  and  plays  them  properly.  This  machine  ^SwiiitvAii' 
is  simply  wonderful — not  to  be  compared  with  any 
other  of  this  kind.  Will  give  you  more  entertainment 
than  anything  you  ever  owned.  Strong  and  durable.  .  iV:  “r 

Small  and  compact  with  no  parts  to  get  out  of  order. 

Every  Machine  Regulated  and  Tested 
before  it  leaves  the  factory 

and  guaranteed  in  every  way.  A  real  phonograph,  not  a  |i|n||BSU 
toy,  yet  small  and  light  enough  to  be  carried  to  campt, 
excursions,  etc.  Gives  a  clearnc.ss  and  volume  of  tone 
not  surpassed  by  most  high-priced  instrumeuts. 

Free  to  You — Send  No  Money 

{ust  your  name  and  we  will  send  vou  24  of  our  Art 
’icturcs  to  dispose  of  on  special  offer  at  25c  each. 

Send  us  the  (G  you  collect  and  for  your  trouble  we  WBWeHBMBf 
will  send  thi-i  new  improved  K.  D.  L.  Phonograph 
and  a  selection  of  6  records,  free  for  j^our  trouble. 

You  can  dispose  of  pictures  and  earn  this  great 
machiae  and  the  records  in  a  few  hours’  time. 

L  D.  LIFE,  337  W.  MaiiiM  St.,  9X46  Oiicaia 


SBZ— Solid  Cold 
Yes,  mtdl  ns  only  Jl,  and 


V76  v;JIl  Bend  you  prepaid 
PM  ^  Jy  w  o:t  lOdays'frootrlaL  al^oh- 
Bol  ni*«  moticted  tn  »oUd  poid. 

Warn  ft  codi«3  more)/  d»po«ft 
—  _  $T.V5  with  tho  pobtman  and 

IB g% XJ^-T n  woar  cbe rluir  10 full  days . 

a  Fj-ee  Trial 

can  tell  It  from  a  diamond  tend  It  tjetk  and  all  your 

Bap.v  will  be  rotumed  at  nnc.  li"it  If  70a  keep  it  aeod  ua 
l.oO  a  aaoQth  until  $18.75  has  been  p.kid. 

nr— ISn  rT<<v#Sov  Sand  It  today  aad  tell  ns  which  of  tha 
vV Fall-  FUI.<iy  two  rlnea  illuatrat.d  above  iladiaa*  ac 
nan's)  70a  wish.  Be  aura  to  Sand  the  alza  ol  you  finger. 
Harold  Lachman  Co.  Dapt  27S8  12N.  Uicblgao  AT.Chloaco 


95  IBHCX  NECXfttlAllY— Jnrd  coroinon  Sanaa  anq  CUR 

mu*  la  oa^a  yaur  'baj.x>f  tboiubta”  and  ^llr  axparTaacaa 
ate  aaanarloa.  In  (A.  hiwa  07  ntTvovU-inYOUK h/.-nr. 
namfmtdaau.Mat  will  mafca  Saort  •pt<alina  rkotonlnv*  th* 
yradaaara  mr»  laaMn#/or.  Writs  NOW  for  aur  PTIKK  heeh 
of  aalaabla  ln/anaaU.n  and  Speaial  pries  and  r>0lg.C  omit 
CMaaaa  PbotaplaywriaM  Calleea,  Boa  $7 U  (iL«).  Chiaaeo. 


AIR  Cutter  50<i 


If  TOO  can  comb  your  hair,  yon  can  cot  It  with  001 
'‘Waodar”  long  or  abort  just  like  any  barbar.  Tbd 
aaaa  way  to  rsaaova  hair  from  under  anna,  faea,  naah 
or  llmba;  Ckomleale  rain  akin.  Ladiaa  ean  cut  tha 
rhildran'e  hair  at  honte.  Will  ahava  the  naek  or  the  faor 
like  any  rasor  and  laata  a  lifatima.  Every  time  you  eat 
rear  hair  M>A*baTa,  yoo  aava  Ita  eeat.  BOa  Haataalg. 


It*  wwava,  WW  r'WXVMBWo 

COwOBVtSA,  WmSTON4AL£M.ILe. 


W  O  I  l’""  •»  eJi.-ir(.'Tnant« 

rard  now  asking  about  it.  Wa  davalo(> 
r  roll,  o-  ii«  t.  4  sod  Se.  eaeli. 

[>  STUDIO.  EUeaakarg,  Waabiactaa 


yaaf  tl'oo  t;a 
yenr  Shna,  t'>' 


DOUBLE  CHIN 


tJi't  a  small  Imx  of  t>n  of  K 


,,  -  .  vein  cap  Si!  Us  at  ilrvc  at^ira ;  fiaUvS 

dlrectloua.  1/ jou  wish  a  amall,  banJaoui*  chin  and  aifr«cltT«  B|1X% 


EARN  SIZOQA^ii^K 

iN'SPAReaaaiiiMMiiiifffliiagii: 


LITTLE 


Writf  to  Scott  &  Scott.  Imc.,  Advertisiitg  Offices.  144  East  SZni  Street,  New  York  City, 
or  2^  East  MoJisom  Street,  Chicago,  for  particulars  about  advertising  iu  this  magazine. 


AUTOMOBILES 

F0«D5  START  EASY  IN  COLO  WEATHER  with 

®siT  ntw  111*  e*.'Our*tor4;  34  tnilfs  per  stUon.  T’sa 
fMolLae  or  half  kero»en3.  Im-re&sed  power. 
tot  uur  motor.  Very  slow  on  hizh.  Attach  it 
yocr^clf.  lUc  pro£u  to  atents.  Money-ba^'k  cuarantea. 
M  dAra'  trial.  Alr-rrlcUoa  Carburetor  Company.  173 
klaAiaon.  Payr-s,  Ohio. 

AIDS  TO  EFFICIENCY 

■  EET  YOUR  RESPONSIBILITY.  New  developments. 

Make  efficiency  count.  Our  wonder  working  Salee- 
manahlp  and  Sflclency  course  helped  2S,000  last  year 
U  better  Uielr  posltioca.  It  will  help  you.  Write 
to-day.  Knox  School  of  Saletmanslilp  and  Business 
Kacicney.  Ingincers  Bldg..  CieTeland.  O. _ 

BE  A  DETECTIVE.  Opportunity  for  men  and  women 
for  Secret  InveaUfaiion.  Write  C.  T.  Ludwig.  521 
Weeiever  Bldg..  Kansas  City,  Mo. _ 

BOOKS  AND  PERIODICALS 

THE  OOLOaiST  IS  THE  ONLY  PUBLICATION  in 
America  devoted  to  the  interest  of  those  making  col* 
lections  of  eggs  of  North  American  bi'-ds.  Its  columns 
are  hiied  with  advertisements  from  parties  desiring  to 
azenange  luch  specimens,  also  each  issue  contains  many 
InterAilng  articles  and  notes  on  the  birds  that  the  Boy 
Scout  sees  in  his  tramps  and  camps  in  the  woods. 
Subscription  50  cts.  per  year.  Sample  copy  free.  Ad* 
drets  Oologist,  Lscon.  Ill. _ 

100.000  BOOKS,  including  many  rare,  curious,  fasci* 
nating  editions.  Secret  societies,  all  details  ex* 
posed,  including  yreemgsonry,  K.  T..  I.  O.  O.  T., 
K.  0.  P.,  Orange.  Ilks;  clalrvoyancy.  hypnotism,  sex. 
science,  nnaxpurgated  classics,  ate.  Catalog.  10  cts. 
McCarthy’s  Big  Book  Smporium.  219  So.  Dearborn 
Bn.  Chicago. _ _ 

BUSINESS  OPPORTUNITIES 

$1  DOES  IT.  Get  our  bank  references.  Investigate 
MS — that’s  all  we  ask  $1  few  months  gets  Warranty 
Deed  to  land;  interest  In  co-operative  well;  partlcl* 
pation  in  snUrs  subdivision  earnings.  May  pay  {200 
er  mors  monthly.  Maps,  reports,  established  facts 
free.  Address  Sourlake  Texas  Oil  Co..  817  De  Menil. 
Bt.  Louis,  Mo.  _ 

SAIN  8  per  cenh  and  other  profits  by  small  invest¬ 
ment:  pay  in  at  easy  crnvenlenes.  Start  on  road  to 
wealth.  Wonderful  opportunity.  Write  for  particulars. 
Liberty  Hog  and  Sheep  Association.  216  LaSalle 
Bt..  ^leago. _ 

COINS  AND  STAMPS 

160  ALL  DIFF..  Incl.  Cuba.  Peru.  Egypt.  Oreees;  per¬ 
forated  gauge,  album.  Only  10  cts.  Offer  always  good. 
C.  M.  Gibbs.  S-3922  Junliier  St..  Los  Angeles.  Cal. 

PAY  good  for  coins.  Send  15c.  Book  shewing  prices 
paid.  Roessler,  East  Orange,  N.  J. 

CORRESPONDENCE  TUITION 

STUDY  JOURNALISM.  20  Complete  Lessons  only  |1. 
Other  courses.  Write  Efficiency  Library,  New  EgypL  N.  J. 

DETECTIVES  MAKE  BIG  MONEYl  Travel  and  see 
the  country.  We  Instruct  you  at  nominal  cost.  Either 
sex.  Write  for  free  booklet.  American  School  of  Crlmln* 
olegy.  DepL  M.  Detroit.  Mlcfa. 


FOR  THE  HEALTH 

REDUCE  WEIGHT  HAPPILY.  If  you  are  too  fat, 
send  for  Interesting  book  telling  the  best  way  to 
beeome  slender,  healthier  and  beautiful.  Sent  In  blaln 
enve:oi)e.  Koretn  Company,  NB-801,  Sta.  F,  New  York. 

TOBACCO  HEART.  If  smoking  is  affecting  your  heart 
er  If  It  la  weakening  your  eyes,  conquer  tobacco  habit 
now  and  avoid  early  death  or  blindness,  a  fate  that 
has  befallen  many  others.  Quit  without  drugs  and 
Improve  health  wonderfully.  MacLevy’g  method  la  highly 
praised.  If  cured  you  pay  us  only  $1.  If  not  cured, 
eaau  you  not  a  rent.  Write  for  it  to-day.  Albro 
Boeiety.  AA-60I.  Station  E,  New  York. 

MORPHINE  AND  LIQUOR  htblte  successfully  cured 
St  home.  Send  stamp  for  booklet  of  inferxaaUon. 
Dr.  Qusyle’s  Sanitarium,  Madison.  Ohio 


HELP  WANTED 

0,  t.  GOVERNMENT  winta  help.  Men,  wotrob.  18  br 
aver.  War  preparations  compelling  thousands  appoint* 
■enta.  8160  month.  Easy  clerical  work.  Short  hours. 
Tacadotja  with  pay.  Common  education  sufficient.  Write 
iROMdlalely  for  Met  and  description  of  positions.  Frank- 
B»  IwedtaU.  Dept.  P-IM,  Bochester.  N.  T. 

THBUBANOS  MEN-WOMEN.  18  or  over,  wanted  Im- 
medlauiy.  t'.  H.  Government  war  potions,  $100 
■SWB'h  Eetr  e’eri-al  work.  Writ*  Immediately  for 
fr»*  lift  of  poiltlens  open.  Eranklin  Institute,  Dept. 
Pjt;  Rry-y.«s»er  V.  T. _ 

rlRtMCN  BRAKEMEN.  BAGGAGEMEN.  $146-8200, 
entered  hr  railroads  everywhere.  Experience 

wmss0rnmsfy  t.'-A  By.  East  Rt.  Louis.  Ill. 


HELP  WANTED— Continued 

FIREMEN.  BRAKEMEN.  BAGGAGEMEN.  $l«0-$200 
monthly.  Colored  Porters,  by  railroad  everywhere. 
Experience  unnecessary.  881  By.  Bureau.  E.  SL 
Louis,  Ill. _ 

$5.09  A  DAY  GATHERING  EVERGREENS,  roeu  and 

herbs.  Ginseng.  $14  lb..  Belladonna  Seed,  $64  lb.,  or 
grow  It  yourself.  Book  and  war  prices  free.  Bo* 
tanlcal,  66.  New  Haven.  Conn. 

MUSICAL 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  write  music 
and  guarantee  publisher’s  acceptance.  Submit  poems 
on  war,  love  or  any  subject.  Chester  Music  Company. 
D.'IS  So.  Dearborn  St..  Suite  249,  Chicago,  Illinois. 

PERSONAL 

YOUR  LIFE-STORY  IN  THE  STARS.  Send  birth 
date  and  dime  for  trial  reading.  Ylu’ll  be  delighted. 
Address,  Janus.  712  Eountaln  Place,  Kansas  City,  Mo. 

GET  MARRIED.  Best  matrimonial  magaxlne  published. 
Mailed  free.  American  Distributor,  Blalrsvllle.  Pa. 

MARRY;  Many  Rich.  Particulars  for  stamp.  Mrs. 
Morrison,  3053  W,  Holden.  Seattle.  Wash. 

MARRY  RICH.  Hundreds  anxious;  description  list 

free.  Satisfaction  guaranteed.  Select  Club.  Dept 
8.  8.,  Emporia,  Kansas, _ 

STAMMERING 

ST-STU-T-1?*TERINQ  and  stammering  cured  at  home. 

Instructive  booklet  free.  Walter  McDonnell,  15  Poto¬ 
mac  Bank  Building,  Washington,  D.  C. 

WANTED  TO  BUY 

WANTED  TO  BUY  typewriters,  any  make.  Give  de* 
scrlptlon.  .  M.  M.  Selde,  142  E.  32d  St.,  New  York. 

WANTED  AT  ALL  TIMES.  Red.  Cross,  Black  foxes, 
Coon;  also  pelts  of  aU  kinds.  I  will  pay  10  per 
cent,  more  than  any  one.  B.  L.  Todd,  Dept,  S.  S., 
Mllltown,  N.  B.,  Canada. _ 

WE  BUY  old  gold,  diamonds,  watches,  platinum,  silver, 
jewelry.  We  will  pay  up  to  $85  per  set  for  discarded 
false  teeth  Hiroken  or  not).  Cash  sent  at  once — goods 
held  5  to  15  days  and  returned  at  our  expense  If  offer 
Is  refused.  Certificate  granted  us  from  State  of  Wis¬ 
consin.  Absolutely  responsible,  liberal  and  reliable.  Ad¬ 
dress;  United  States  Smelting  Works.  Inc.,  401  Gold¬ 
smith  Bldg..  0pp.  P.  O.,  Milwaukee.  Wls. 


MISCELLANEOUS 

PRESIDENTIAL  PUZZLE.  Most  fascinating,  Instniet- 
Ive  and  Interesting;  eomplete  In  neat  box.  25  cents, 
postpaid.  O.  8.  Michel.  Box  298,  Newark.  N.  J. _ 

SELL  “PERSHING  IN  FRANCE.”  Great  war  picture. 

Big  patriotic  hit.  Make  $10  dally.  Regular  25  cents. 
Sample  only  10  cents,  prepaid.  Send  now.  Address; 
Publisher  School  News,  New  Egypt.  N.  .7. _ 

WHEN  DO  FISH  BITE  BEST?  The  Old  Fisherman’s 
Calendar  tells  when.  Go  on  the  right  days.  Send 
25  cts.  to-day  to  O.  F.  Calendar.  Box*  946  H,  Sta. 
Springfield.  Mass, 

YOU  CAN  MAKE  GOOD,  durable  paints  and  varnish 
1.5  cents  gallon.  Write,  for  details.  Emmelmann 
Bros.  Manufacturing  Co.,  DepL  J.  Indianapolis,  Ind. 

POWERINE  IS  EQUAL  TO  GASOLINE  AT  5  cts.  a 
gallon.  Salesmen  and  agents  wanted.  Exclusive  ter¬ 
ritory  granted.  Powerine  Is  guaranteed  to  be  harmless, 
to  remove  and  prevent  carbon,  doubling  the  life  of  all 
gasoline  motors,  saving  repairs,  adding  snap,  speed  and 
rower.  An  amount  equal  to  20  gallons  of  gasoline  will 
be  sent  to  any  address  In  the  U.  8.,  charges  prepaid. 
for  $1,  W.  Porter  Barnes,  Dept.  10.  Santa  Rosa.  Cal. 
DEN  PICTURES.  Real  photos  from  life.  Fascinating 
Art  Models’  poses.  Sample  "Bathing  Girl"  and  cata- 
log,  10  cents.  Simpson  Co..  Wheeling.  W.  Va. _ 

ELECTRicAL  TATTOOING  MACHINES  JI  So!  Hand 

outfits  50  cents.  Catalogue  Free.  Prof.  J.  H.  Temke. 
.517  Cvri.ftal  At*..  Clnelnfistl.  Ohio. 

100  BEAUTIFUL  POSTCARDS  and  pictures  10c.  Tay- 
Ipr  Co.,  3820  LIncolfi  Ave..  East  St.  Louts,  Ill. 

TWENTY  PRETTY  POSTCARDS  and  big  catalog  lOo. 
Durso.  Dept.  39.  2.5  Mulberry.  N.  T.  City. _ 

MYSTERIOUS  PENCIL.  Writes  message;  answers  your 
private  questions.  Brings  hapfilnoss.  Sample  free. 
Dr.  Martin,  411  West  Ferry,  Buffalo,  N.  Y. _ 

BIG  MAIL.  Want  to  receive  It?  Send  only  6  cts. 

stamps.  Astonishing.  A.  A.  Henry,  Louetta,  Tex. 
B0Y8I  Build  Aviation  Type  Speedster.  Easy  to 

make  at  small  cost.  8peed  85  miles  per  hour. 

Send  quarter  for  plana.  Aerocar  Co.,  Racine.  Wls. 

FUR  tanning.  How  to  do  It.  FYee  Information. 

Mr,  W,  W.  Weaver.  Reading.  Mich. _ 

BEST  DEVELOPING.  prlnUng  In  country.  Send  8c 
for  clrculari  or  20o  and  roll  for  sample  developing 
and  printing.  Rare  bargains  in  used  cameras.  Miles 
^  Greenwood,  Melrose.  Mass. 


.00  Earn  $1.00 


Writs  for  12  of 
Onr  r'amons  Art 
'If  lores.  Hell  for 
ich  ’.vti-f,  s'.Id  a»rj<i  os  $2.f)0  and  keep 
■s  >AI'  CO.,  »6I  2:ul  Ht,.  Hrook* 

M.  y. 

ASK  IUjIP:S— He'll  Got  'Em 

A*<«-*A  A  r  Is,  rojilTf,  I'lre'ioa,  Pheasant*. 

A*'/',.'*  *r.d  r,1  •J]  klr.li.  OavsLOO 

I.**.- eg  srsr  'A  t  f •4m  w  •  v  »  -.aMe  fee*’!ieg*D<l 
I'.'.’l'  >  ’rated  Uk/Ic 

Ojs^^s.  a*vC  m’*'  •  )'•  ItairOifs  for 

ms.  W**aT«4t  te,' liv*  weik’ ’ 

F#«  5t*<lr  fsrm.  Bou  ZAO,  Milibrook,  N.  Y. 


VENTimJOGIISN 

Taiuht  Almnitt  Anyone  at  Homs.  Hmall  ooat.  Bead 
today  a-oent  rtatpp  for  partiomlar*  and  prooL 
lUL  MITI.  lilOM  R-580.  801  BI6EL0W  Sf.,  PEfittik,  KL 


ITBaBrrTO  BOYS 

■  Reel  Sogbr  Pootkall 

"  *  ■  -  Str*n/r.  Svrvlceebl* 

Cover,  boot  Sobbar  niadrler  JgRlt  fm 
f  alltog  IQ  par-kuo*  of  Bimm  PorfiUDvS 
Ir’.oijMr  W**  VI  iOo  oeeh,  li:  ■rooblo  U. 
«*tl.  WriU  to  dvv,  S*na  n*  moitay. 


NdW  tor  frm  vtuilrutlm  and  adrlc# 
W«  r«vU«  p—M,  immpore  mmolr  •!  onf  dmenpUmn, 

Moira  ••pyrlfkl  and  aoi^ay  arifinal  mafliadt 
hr  raciUtBtinc  FREE  fUBUCATION  ar 
•ulrif lit  SALE  of  oomft  m 
cortifimto  GUARANTEE* 


^  J 

Foat* 
Card  Wrinfi 
jmm  a  oopf  of  aui 
Praa  Eaaklal  wkUl 


0^  799  aatiil*a» 


talk  799  wka  wa  ara,  a» 
plaiaa  aar  aiattiadB  ai^  aaa* 
laiM  Yahiabla  Wdanaatiaa  aa4 

Inalracliooa.  TbU  U  ^omr  9ppor^ 
Milty  la  laara  tka  tnilk  rao^duif  tha 
wrHl^  prafaaalao  (ram  a  raltabU  aad  aiiCcaatEui  a^txrai 

IU*UCi:£nBOCKER  STUDIOS.  79  Gaiat7iUf,«H.T^d;il9 


00  pants  s;£?s‘o;i 

_ Net$1.00,iioteTeB60e,notoneo8ntooat 

to  yoa  under  our  easy  conditions.  No  extra 
charges  for  fancy  sty  les,  belt  loops,  golf  bot¬ 
toms,  p*arl  buttons,  all  FREE.  Before  yoa 
buy  a  suit  or  pants,  before  you  take  anetner 
order,  get  «nr  free  samples  and  wonderful 
new  offer.  All  other  Agents  write  toe.  Ask 
for  the  big,  new  different  tailoring  deal.  Costa 
Bothiag,  write  today.  Address 

KNICKERBOCKER  TAILOZlINQ  CO 

Dept  14.1  Chicago, 


SERVICE  RING  FREE 

We»r  If  for  your  brother,  lather,  son,  sweet¬ 
heart— acid  test — guaranteed  to  wear  five 
\yrars.  Secure  only.two  new  subscriptions  to 
^Everyday  Life  at  2Sc  a  year.  Tell  your  sub- 
^scribers  Everyday  Life  Is  an  illustrated 
monthly  publication  devoted  to  the  Interest* 
of  the  home,  and  contains  latest  official  Gov¬ 
ernment  news,  war  garden  helps  In  season. 
Honing,  drying  and  food-saving  hints,  etc.  Positively  the  best 
papar  ever  given  at  the  price.  Ne  free  copies  on  account  of  regu¬ 
lations,  but  everybody  knows  of  Everyday  Life — been  published 
over  15  years  and  circulates  In  all  the  small  towns  and  villages  ol 
the  country.  Send  us  the  SOc  collected  and  In  return  for  this  servic* 
we  will  send  you  this  beautiful  Service  Flag  Ring  free,  and  each  el 

the  subscribers  our  paper  for  one  year.  Any  size.  _ _ 

EVERYDAY  LIFI^  Deot.  S.  F.  46  hi^hicaga 

Premium  Budgfet 

*17  Toyalar  teeg.  wUti  M«le.  tS  PortnUia. 

A.tVMM<.  PnciOMI.  of  U.  S..  14  CoraplM* 

C3  M.gt*  Tricli..  sa.Aniu.lat  3,o». 
nnaatt.  is  Puwlw.  gg  IU»kww  «0  PorEv.  -  — 

Oaren.  ISO  Riddlw  an*  CooMdraiU';.  iqo  IoVm.  cad  fmS. 

•y  so  Sfoooy-M.kui*  s«r.:.?e4 

iDletioo.ry  .1  Dr..r.o  S«l*  u.  lOc.  »od  w«  wilCKad  .4 
Jtk.  abo*..  aad  Bif  NooaKy  and  Jnialry  Catalopia 

XiatHPSET.Oiil  j.37lltn^£*HK6:A3Tia.fl.T» 


He  Quit 

Cigarettes 


GAINED  OVER  30  POUNDS 


“I  smoked  cigarettes  ever  since  a  boy. 
From  six  to  eight  sacks  of  tobacco  I  used 
weekly,”  states  Mr.  S.  11.  Ferguson. 

Cigarettes  were  doing  me  great  harm.  1 
became  so  nerv6us  that  I  couldn’t  sleep  until 
I  smoked.  Each  morning  I  had  an  awful 
taste  in  my  mouth. 

‘‘Several  times  I  tried  to  quit  by  will¬ 
power,  but  it  just  seemed  that  I  would  go 
wild  if  I  couldn’t  have  cigarettes. 

‘‘I  had  almost  given  up  hope  of  ever  quit¬ 
ting  until  one  day  I  sent  for  a  free  book  by 
Mr.  Woods  that  told  me  what  to  do.  After 
lear-.ng  the  way,  I  quit  easily  in  3  days 
and  haven’t  touched  a  cigarette  in  years.  I 
have  gained  over  30  pounds  and  cannot 
praise  the  method  too  highly.  I  say  to 
every  cigarette  smoker — if  you  can’t  quit 
without  help  get  this  book,”  so  says  Mr. 
Ferguson,  of  Crumps  Park, 

Th®  foregoing  remarks  are  like  those  of 
iuany  other  men  who  have  been  freed  from 
tn«  habit  of  tmoklnfi^  cic&rettei,  pipo  or 
cigars  or  who  have  been  chewing  tobacco  or 
dinning  snuff  excessively. 

Write  at  once  to  Mr.  Kdw.  J.  W'ooda, 
WC-iUd,  hiatlon  F,  Now  York,  N.  Y.,  uiid 
get  his  book.  It  is  free;  postpaid  to  you. 
Cut  this  out  and  show  others. 


HE-AVEN  AND  HELt 


Bw*d*tiborg's  groat  work,  400  png**,  16  c’-nts  povtnaiA. 
BaatM  LaDaeoMrger,  Wiodier  Fiac®.  Bt.  lAfUU, 


WAS  BALU 


im DAVIT  r*  BAIE  QROrrH 


Vblle  conpletely  bald  on  th^ 
top  of  my  head  as  shorn  In  tag 
photograph  whlcli^  acconpany- 
ing  this  affldavvt,  I  adopt¬ 
ed  a  hair  cosniotic  and  fora- 
ula  glren  me  by  an  old  Ch3rokeo\ 
Indian.  Within  six  months  my 
head  was  covered  with  a  new  aqdl 
luxuriant  growth  cf  hair.  1 
nor  supply  Ko-tal-ho,  a  pomade' 
preparod  •accoHding'  I'o  ths  origi'*. 
nal  formula  idilch  resulted  in 
□7  orm  hair  growth.  The  state*) 
monts  in  my  advertisement  are 
true  and  jny  photographs  are . 
correct  ^ 


Personally  appeared  before  ma, 
John  Hart  Brittain,  this  fifth 
day  of  June,  1917,  who  signed 
the  foregoing  in  ay  presence 
and  who  being  duly  ewom,  at- 
taated  that  same  isjLrtgp,  y 


notary  Publio 


FULL 

HAIR 

GROWTH 

NOW 


From  recent  pbotojfrapli  of  J.  H.  BrittMin 


From  former  photoamph  of  J.  H.  Brittain 


In  early  manhood  I  was  troubled  with  dandruff  and  my  hair  began 
to  fall  out. 

Being  naturally  proud — rail  it  vanity  if  you  will — I  used  one  hair 
tonic,  lotion,  etc.,  after  another,  in  the  hope  of  preventing  the  loss  of 
my  hair.  Nothing  saved  my  hair,  however,  and  I  resigned  myself  to  the 
probability  of  lifelong  baldness. 

The  engravings  here  printed  are  from  actual  photographs.  The  bald 
ness  was  greater  than  apparent  in  the  earlier  picture  as  it  extended  over 
the  back  of  my  head. 

In  the  course  of  my  career,  I  had  business  with  certain  members  of 
the  Cherokee  tribe  of  Indians  and  met  a  “medicine  man”  who  gave  me 
a  pomade  which  I  agreed  to  apply  to  my  scalp. 

To  my  surprise  and  joy,  tiny  hairs  began  to  appear  and  gradually 
a  growth  of  hair  was  developed  all  over  my  scalp.  It  was  amazing  to 
observe  the  improvement  from  week  to  week.  A  prolific  hair  crop  resulted 
and  has  never  left  me  although  many 
years  have  passed. 

’  RECIPE  FREE  TO  YOU 

The  Cherokee  wJzard’e  secret  or  principle 
was  imparted  to  me  and  I  am  willing  to 
send  the  recipe  free  if  you  merely  write, 
asking  for  it,  enclosing  stamp.  Borne 
marvelous  results  have  been  reported  by 
both  ladies  and  gentlemen.  The  pomade 
I*  railed  Kotalko.  It  is  for  men,  women 
and  children. 

Kotalko  Is  different  from  all  the  liquid 
lotions  and  hair  tonics,  washes,  shampoos, 
etc.  It  Is  in  a  class  by  itself.  It  is  to 
be  applied  with  the  finger  tips  where  the 
hair  Is  weak  or  where  the  scalp  is  bald. 


You  Never  Saw  a  Bald  Indian, 

po^ltlv©  am  I  that  Kotalko  la  abaohitely  unsurpassed  for  aiding  In  hair  growth 
tnot  I  oCfer  it  under  31300.00  guarantee.  You  may  obtain  a  box  of  Kotalko  com- 

according  to  the  origiual  genuine  Indian  principle,  on  receipt  of  $1.00.  Or* 
n  rite  for  copy  of  the  r<H*lpe  (free)  with  luteri^atlng  book  of  facta,  to 

JOHN  HART  BRITTAIN 

JOHN  HART  BRITTAIN^ 

150  East  32nd  St.,  New  York,  N.  Y. 

Herewith  is  $1.00,  for  which  please  send  me  one  box  of  KOTALKO  for  the  hair. 
Postal  Address _  _  _ 


150  East  32nd  St.  (BR-103) 
New  York  City 


Name 


HIM  0.1 


WILD  WE 


R22 

823 

824 

825 

826 

827 

828 
829 


—LATEST  ISSUES— 

Voniij;  Wild  WoRt  ami  "Moutaua  Most*”;  or,  Arlotta’a  M**r* 
Rancor  of  Iifatli. 

Young  Wild  Weit  at  Grizzly  Gulrh ;  or.  The  Shot  That  Saved 
the  Canap. 

Youn;'  Wild  West  On  the  Warpath;  or,  Arietta  Among  th^ 
Arapahoe*. 

Younu  Wild  West  and  ‘‘Nebraska  Nick”;  or.  The  Q{^e 
Thieves  of  the  Platte. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Magic  Mine;  or,  Ji^ii^^Arlotta 
Solved  a  Mystery. 

Young  Wild  West  ns  a  Cavalr.v  Scout;  or^S^flng  the  settlers. 

Young  Wild  West  Boating  th<>sJJ*»^4<li^or,  Arietta’s  Be-st 
Shot. 

Young  Wild  West  and  “Crazy  Hawk”;  or,  The  Redskin’s 
I..ast  Raid. 

Young  Wild  West  Chasing  the  Cowboys;  or.  Arietta  the 
liarlat  Queen. 

Y'oung  Wild  West  and  the  Treacherous  Trapper;  or.  Lost  In 
the  Great  North  Woods. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Dash  to  DeadwoodJ  or,  Arietta  and  the 
Kidnapers. 

Y^oung  Wild  West’s  Silver  Scoop;  or.  Cleaning  Up  a  Hundred 
Thousand. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Oregon  Outlaws;  or,  Arietta  as  a 
“.Tudge”. 

Young  Wild  West  and  “Mexican  Matt”;  or.  Routing  the 
Rawhide  Rangers. 

Y'oung  Wild  West  and  the  Comanche  Queen;  or.  Arietta  As  An 
Archer. 

T'nr  salf*  hy  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  aent  to  any  address  on 

HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  Publisher,  ...  - 


EKLY 


s:to  /I  W.*Kt  and  the  “Gold  Ring”;  or,  Tl»e  KU 

r  Klush.  , 

Ml  '^.iing  Wild  West’s  Double  Rescue;  or.  Arietta  i 

M^'oung^Wild  West  and  the  Texas  Rangers;  or.  Crooked 
00^  On  the  Rio  Grande.  — 

Young  Wild  West’s  Branding  Bee;  or.  Arietta  ana  U»€  V0W 

8.34  Young^'wRd  West  and  His  Partner’s  Pile,  and  How  Arietta 
Saved  It. 

8.^5  Young  W’ild  West  at  Diamond  Dip;  or* jrft 
83G  Young  Wild  West’s  Buckhom  Bowie,  and  How  It  havert  llU 

Partners. 

837  Young  Wild  West  In  the  Haunted  Hills;  or.  Arietta  and  th. 

Aztec  Arrow.  ,  ,  _ 

838  Young  Wild  West’s  Cowboy  Dance;  or.  Arietta  Annoy  mg 

Admirer. 

839  Young  Wild  West’s  Double  Shot;  or,  Cheyenne  Charlie’s  Life 

840  Y’onnf-'  Wild  West  at  Gold  Gorge;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Drop 

of  Death. 


receipt  of  price.  8  cents,  per  copy  In  money  or  postage  stamps,  by 
. 166  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


IF  YOU  WANT  ANY  BACK  NUMBERS 

of  these  weeklies  and  cannot  procure  them,  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  the  publishers  direct.  Write  out 
and  fill  in  your  Order  and  send  it  with  the  price  of  the  wee  klies  you  want,  and  the  weeklies  will  be  sent  to  you  by  return 

mall.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 


OUR  TEN 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  .MAKE  AND  USE  ELKC- 
TKICITY. — A  description  of  the  wonderful 
uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism ;  to¬ 
gether  with  full  Instructions  for  making 
Electric  Toys,  Batteries,  etc.  By  George 
Trebel,  A  M.,  M.D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  47.  HOW'  TO  BREAK.  RIDE  AND 
DRIVE  A  HORSE. — A  complete  treatise  on 
the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  business,  tbe  best  horses  for  the  road ; 
also  valuable  recipes  for  diseases  peculiar  to 
the  horse. 

No.  4S.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL 
CANOES. — A  handy  book  for  l)oys,  contain¬ 
ing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
and  the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing 
them.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  49.  HOW’  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules 
for  conducting  debates,  outlines  for  debates, 
questions  for  discussion,  and  the  best 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  tbe 
question  given. 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND 
ANI.MAI.8.— A  valuable  book,  giving  instruc- 
pHons  in  collectiug,  preparing,  mounting  and 
preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  51.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH 
CARDS. — Containing  explanations  of  the 
general  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  appli- 
cal)le  to  card  tricks;  of  card  trick.s  with 
ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring  slelgbt- 
of-hnnd  ;  of  tricks  involving  sleight-of-hand, 
or  the  use  of  specially  prepared  cards.  Il¬ 
lustrated. 

No.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CA  RDS.— GirVng 
the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing 
Euchre,  Crlbhage,  Casino,  F'crty-Flve. 
Rmince,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker.  Auction 
Pitch,  All  F'ours,  and  many  other  popular 
games  of  cards. 

No.  53.  IlOtV  TO  WRITE  LETTERS.— A 
wonderfvfl  little  hook,  telling  you  how  to 
write  f/>  your  sweetheart,  your  father,  moth¬ 
er,  slater,  brother,  employer;  and.  In  fact, 
everybody  and  anybody  you  wish  to  write 
to. 

No.  64.  HOW'  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE 
PETS.— Giving  Complete  information  as  to 
the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping, 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds 
of  pets;  also  giving  full  laitnictlons  for 
making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by 
twenty-eight  Illustrations, 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COI.I.ECT  STAMPS 
AND  COINS.  Containing  valuable  informa¬ 
tion  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  statnpa  nad  coins  Handsomely  illus¬ 
trated 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  BECOME  .\N  F.N- 
4JI.NEi;it  ‘ ’..ntalnliig  full  Instructions  how 
to  ti*>-  a  b'C.imotiTp  englnoor;  also  dlrwt 
tlf.fis  for  ioilidlng  a  locomotive;  to 

lfPfi.»r  'vifii  a  full  >l*s,  rlptjon  of  everything 

an  vnglnror  sli-.iiid  kno" 

gnr  Sfl'p  I  T  IJ'  -'r-«dea’»rs  or  n  lll  )>«  R^nt  to 

FRANK  TOrSKY,  Publigber. 


-CENT  HAND  BOOKS 


No.  60.  liOW'  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOG¬ 
RAPHER. — Containing  useful  Information 
regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it ; 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  I,an- 
tern  Slides  and  other  Transparencies.  Hand¬ 
somely  illustrated. 

No.  62.  now  TO  BECOME  A  WEST 
POINT  MILITARY  CADET.— Explains  how 
to  gain  admittance,  course  of  Study,  Exami¬ 
nations,  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Post  Guard, 
Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all 
a  boy  should  know  to  be  a  cadet.  By  Lu 
Seuarens. 

No.  63.  HOW’  to'  become  A  N.WAL 
CADET.— Complete  instructions  of  how  to 
gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Naval  Acad¬ 
emy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruc¬ 
tion,  description  of  grounds  and  buildings, 
historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  boy 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  In  th# 
United  States  Navy.  By  Lu  Senarens. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL 
MACHINES. — Containing  full  directions  for 
making  electrical  machines,  induction  coils, 
dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked 
by  electricity.  By  R.  A.  R.  Bennet.  Fully 
illustrated. 

No.  65.  MULDOON’S  JOKES.— The  most 
original  joke  book  ever  published,  and  It  is 
brimful  of  wit  a-nd  humor.  It  contains  a 
large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums, 
etc.,  of  Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  iiu- 
morlst,  and  practical  joker  of  the  day. 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES.— Con¬ 
taining  over  three  hundred  Interesting  puz¬ 
zles  and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A 
complete  book.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL 
TRICKS. — Containing  a  large  collection  of 
instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical 
tricks,  together  with  illustrations.  By  A. 
Anderson. 

No.  68.  HOW’  TO  DO  CHEMICAL 
TRICKS. — Containlag  over  one  hundred 
highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks  with 
chemicals.  By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely 
illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT-OF- 
HAND.  -Containing  over  fifty  of  the  latest 
and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also 
containing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully 
illustrated. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— 
Containing  full  directions  for  making  Magic 
Tovs  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  Fully  Il¬ 
lustrated. 

No.  71.  HOW’  TO  DO  MECHANICAL 
TRICKS.  Containing  complete  Illustrations 
for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks, 
Fullv  lllustrsted. 

No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TUirRS 
WITH  CARli.s,  Embrncing  all  of  the  latest 
and  most  de«*'piive  »-ard  tricks,  with  llus 
I  ‘  ^tlons. 

any  address  -m  recc'pt  .>f  priev*.  10c  per  ^opr. 


No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH 
NUMBERS. — Showing  many  curious  tricks 
with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  74.  HOW’  TO  WRITE  LETTERS 
CORRECTLY. — Containing  full  instructions 
for  writing  letters  on  almost  any  subject ; 
also  rules  for  punctuation  and  composition, 
with  specimen  letters. 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJURER. 
— Containing  tricks  with  Dominoes.  Dice 
Cups  and  Balls,-  Hats,  etc.  F-mbraclng 
thirty-six  Illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY 
THE  H.AND. — Containing  rules  for  telling 
fortunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  tbe  hand,  or 
tbe  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of 
telling  future  events  by  aid  of  moles,  mark.s. 
scars,  etc.  Illustrated. 

No.  77.  HOW’  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS 
W’lTH  CARDS. — Containing  decepti'e  c'ard 
Tricks  as  performed  l)y  leading  c>*njurera 
and  magicians.  .Arranged  for  borne  amuse¬ 
ment.  Fully  Illustrated. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BI..\CK  ART. 
— Containing  a  complete  description  of  the 
mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight-of-hand,  to¬ 
gether  with  many  wonderful  experiments. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Illustrated. 

No.  79.  HOW’  TO  BECOME  .AN  .ACTOR. 
— Containing  complete  instructions  how  to 
make  up  for  various  characters  on  the  stage; 
together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Man¬ 
ager,  Prompter,  Scenic  Artist  and  Property 
Man. 


Containing  the  latest  Jokes,  anecdotes  and 
funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  Ger¬ 
man  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages;  bandsom*: 
colored  cover,  containing  a  half-tone  photo 
of  the  author. 

No.  81.  HOW  TO  MESMERIZE. — CouUlu- 
Ing  the  most  approved  metbed  of  mesmer¬ 
ism;  animal  magnetism,  or,  magnetic  heal¬ 
ing.  By  Prof.  Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A  C.S..  au¬ 
thor  of  "How  to  H.vpnotlxe,"  etc. 

No.  82.  HOW  TO  DO  1  ALMISTRY.— Cou- 
talutng  the  most  approved  methods  of  read¬ 
ing  the  lines  on  the  hand,  together  with  i 
full  explanation  of  their  meaning  Also  ex¬ 
plaining  phrenology,  and  the  kev  ©f  telllni 
characters  hv  the  liumps  on  the  head  Bj 
Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.C.S.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  83.  HOW  TO  HTrNOTI7K.  Contain¬ 
ing  valuable  and  instructive  Information  re- 
warding  the  science  .-f  h.vprtofi^m  Also  ei- 
piKinip^  th^  most  whlct 

are  emph.yed  by  the  hvpnotlsta  oi 

the  world.  By  l.c..  Hug  *  K.  -b  x s  t 

No.  84.  HOW  TO  BEfOMF  AN  A I  THOR 
-  ■  onftinlng  l''fo*mat for,  r**csrilng  chain 
*>f  subjiTti,  C'.'  u^e  'f  WO'*,  tti.l  the  nsai*' 
ner  if  prepi'ing  t  *  •  « -‘  T-^'Ming  man* 

pcrlpis  Also  0- :;tq  .  !  »s'!'*r>ie  infertna 

ti<'n  t  *  t  »r'  rn'' 

•-a  I  co-lu.s::  * 

*r  3  f-  r  Th'  .  In  rn.M  ■ .  t  c--  ank(«a.  hj 

16S  2id  SU,  Ns  i; 


